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AGAINST WIND AND TIDE. 



CHAPTER THE FIRST. 

THE TWIN BROTHERS. 

** I REMEMBER the gleams and glooms that dart 
Across the school-boy's brain ; 
The song and the s^^ence in tho heart, 
That in part are prophecies, and in part 
Are longings wild and vain. 
And the voice of that fitM song 
Sings on and is neyer still: 
A boy's will is the wind's will, 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.*' 

LONQFKLLOW. 
I. 

**Ctrus HawthobnbI" 

Cyrus did not respond to his name ; he was not 
in his place. 

" Robert, where is your brother ? " 

Robert made no answer, but he looked red and 
uneasy. 

B 2 
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"Playing truant again, I suppose/' said the 
schoolmaster, and went on calling over the roll. 

lie had played truant himself when he was a 
boy, and remembered the sweetness of stolen 
delights, — also, he remembered the penalty, — also, 
he was in the habit of exacting it in full from the 
present generation of delinquents who transgressed 
his rules. lie therefore straightened his cane and 
laid it handy across his desk, while Robert noted 
the familiar, ominous preparations and shuddered. 
It was a parody on Justice whetting her sword. 
Cyrus was a favourite with the master, but favour 
did not blunt the edge of the inevitable stroke ; 
the lad's palm was well acquainted with the sting 
of a hander, and his idle shoulders had writhed 
many a time under a vigorous lacing from the 
supple cane. King Solomon's precept was in high 
authority at this date, and in full practice also ; 
but even as with young Rehoboam, it proved a 
failure with Cyrus Hawthorne. There are some 
vices that cannot be beaten out of a boy, and 
Cyrus's tendency to play truant on sunshiny 
mornings was one of these ingrain vices. 

The master was a tall, slender, and stooping 
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man, with a grave blue eye and a wholesome 
winter-apple red in his face. He was a north- 
country man, a personage of intelligence and 
simplicity, who had drifted into the island nobody 
exactly knew how or why, and settled himself 
down at Chinelyn as village pedagogue. He was 
quite by himself in the cottage, but no neat- 
handed wife or daughter could have kept it 
in fairer order. The low-browed, whitewashed 
schoolroom, with its hacked desks and benches, 
its slates on the walls and ink-splashes on the 
floor, was now fiUed to its remotest corner with 
the pleasant sunshine, while the open doorway 
framed as lovely a vignette of spring as ever 
Nature tinted in her most poetic mood. 

There were cherry-trees blossomed over with 
bridal white, and apple-trees full of a blushing 
bloom, hereafter to develope into a rosy-cheeked 
harvest of temptation. Down the narrow box- 
edged borders to the gate were tall .white and 
purple stocks, rich amber and ruby wallflowers, 
crimson double-daisies, and sweet prickly briar, 
which gave out a luscious harmony of scent. 
Early May though it was, there were a few pink 
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buds of roses opening on the schoolhouse fronts 
and the sweet myrtle, which grew up to the 
thatch and over it, was putting forth its new red 
leaflets to replace its last year's faded robe of 
dark green verdure. Under the eaves and amidst 
the fragrant branches the birds whistled, chirruped, 
twittered, sang, as if the music of spring over- 
flowed from their little hearts. High up in the 
elm-tree tops, bare of leaf as yet, the life was 
beginning' to stir as the soft wind whispered that 
May-time was come ; and down below upon the 
shore the waves crept over the sands with the 
gentle murmur of a caress. 

The master himself might have been forgiven 
if he had played truant on such a sunshiny, 
tempting morning. Indeed, what was it but the 
truant spirit trifling round about his imagination 
that drew him from his desk to the open door- 
way, from the doorway to the garden-gate, and 
through the garden-gate into the sandy lane ? 

• That beguiling sandy lane I It first went up a 
very steep rise, and then dipped down capriciously 
into a sudden hollow, with high, hedge-crowned 
banks on either side. It had been a river-bed 



THE TWm BROTHERS. 7 

in primeval times, and the windings of the waters 
could still be traced between two caved and 
broken banks (continuations of those that shut 
in the sandy lane) across the beautiful meadows 
into which it led. The master's grey pate was 
uncovered, and the sunshine warmed him both 
to heart and brain. Poor, frozen, solitary old 
bachelor ! what wonder that he coveted to enjoy 
it a little longer — ^that his step strayed on and on 
to the lane's end, and that there he lingered ? 

It was a lovely scene that spread itself before 
his idle gaze. There was a group of sleek, 
dappled cows feeding deliciously upon the new 
grass, who just turned their lazy heads, looked 
at him with benign eyes for a moment, and then 
resumed their feast Peering above the woods 
Tvere the tall, wreathed chimneys and steep roof 
of the Manor Farm, and spreading to the sun- 
dinmied verge of the horizon was the wide, blue 
expanse of an unruffled sea. Above all, there 
was a swelling knoll of golden furze, and planing 
over it was a hawk intent on some object couched 
amongst the brush. Who could resist that? 
Certainly not our schoolmaster, who had played 
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truant when he was a boy I The hawk was sta- 
tionary for some moments, then it shot down 
straight for a few yards, and paused again, as if 
preparing for its deadly pounce. It had a cruel, 
sanguinary expression against the cloudless blue ; 
it was the one discord in that Paradise-morning, 
and the schoolmaster shouted to scare it away. It 
sailed heavily off, and at the same moment several 
birds flew out of the furze and winged their way 
to the woods ; but of all that the master's voice 
had startled, it had startled nothing so much as 
himself. He set off up the sandy lane as fast as 
his feet would carry him. 

And what a charivari there was in the school 
when he arrived there! He was a humourist 
in his way, and could not forbear hiding a minute 
or two behind the hedge to watch and listen to 
what was going forward. The first thing he saw 
was his favourite— that incorrigible reprobate, 
Cyrus Hawthorne — seated on his own high stool, 
his silver spectacles mounted on nose, wielding 
the awful cane, and mouthing out a queer parody 
of one of his own lecti'-res to bad boys — ^the 
master was rather given to prolixity of remon- 
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strances before entering on flagellation. This was 
interrupted by a few distinct words in Robert's 
voice, words of judicious warning and reproof, 
to which Cyrus responded defiantly — 

"Isn't master playing truant himself? I 
passed him within a yard or two watching a hawk 
over Fusmount, and he never saw me. He ought 
to have a Jiander as well as us if he stays out, 
that he ought" 

This daring assertion was received with an 
affirmative shout of applause, and then followed 
the swish of the cane through the air, as if Cyrus 
were inflicting condign punishment on a shadow. 
The master was a just man and benevolent — ^be- 
sides, was he not delinquent more than any ? So, 
instead of stealing in upon his flock unawares, he 
coughed hoarsely, made a difficulty with the latch 
of the gate, and marched up the pathway with slow 
deliberation. 

Ah ! what a studious silence, what a beautiful 
application, reigned amongst all those promising 
young scholars as his bent figure darkened the 
sunshine in the doorway I Every nose was pointed 
down at every slate or book, and every brow wore 
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a calculating frown; you would liave said their 
very hearts were in their tasks. The master 
Hteppcd to his desk without a word, and cast a 
hhrcwd glance all round upon the young hypo- 
crites. It was an interesting picture, and he for- 
bore to disturb its harmonious completeness; he 
even chose to be blind to the inquisitorial twinkle 
which now and then shot out towards his counte- 
nance from the eye-comer of some scapegrace a 
degree bolder than the rest, and the presence of 
the truant, now peacefully seated beside his twin 
brother, he quite ignored. 



IL 



Amongst all those common-place mean or rustic 
countenances it was rather strange to see two 
sucli beautiful heads as the young Ilawthomes'. 
llobert's fair, blond curls, which maturity would 
darken, his blue eyes, clear, calm, and full, and 
rich grave lipH, his healthy bloom and brown of 
complexion, made up a visage to which the eye of 
affection, and its heart too, could turn and turn 
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again with a feeling of repose and dependableness, 
such as the more striking, and, perhaps, more 
intellectual face of his brother Cyrus was not 
calculated to inspire. 

Yet Cyrus was generally the greater favourite 
of the two. His ardent temperament gave a 
quickness and warmth to his feelings such as were 
not prominent in Robert's slower and deeper cha- 
racter. His brain, equally vigorous, was more bril- 
liant in conception, and would hereafter be more 
distinct in utterance, and so much the more 
powerful as genius is more powerful than talent ; 
but to these spiritual graces, to which the world, as 
with one consent, accords its homage, were united 
dangerous faults of temper and disposition such 
as have ere now made wreck of the finest parts. 

If he was more vehement in his affections than 
Robert, he was also more fickle and capricious ; 
liis generosity was an impulse ; his judgment was 
weakened by levity, rashness, indiscretion, petu- 
lance ; his predilections and antipathies were gene- 
rally violent and uncertain; he had a thorn of 
jealous vanity always stinging him in presence of 
another's superiority; and in everything he was 
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wilful, headstrong, and exacting. These latter 
qualities showed themselves nowhere more fre- 
quently than in his dealings with his brother. 
The bond of love between them was strong with 
that peculiar strength which always ai)pears to 
unite children of one birth ; but as, even there, 
equality never sul/sists, the earlier developed cha- 
racter of Cjrrus dominated that of his brother. 
To see them sitting side by side at their desk now 
was sufficient illustration of this. Robert, who 
was considerably the taller and the broader of the 
two, cramped his arms close to his body that 
Cyrus might have the more room to fling his 
abroad; which ho did with an indolent ease and 
grace, expressive enough of his self-crowned king- 
ship. There were half-a-dozen boys there physi- 
cally capable of beating him to a mummy, but 
there was that sense of repressed power in his air 
which always served him as shield and buckler ; 
his reputation lay, not so much in what he had 
done, as in what he was conceived capable of 
doing, and the elements of fear and admiration 
entered largely into that universal liking which 
he attracted and drew to himself. 
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Robert had his friends too, but they felt him 
more as one of themselves than Cyrus. Nobody 
was afraid of him, — nobody, that is, unless there 
were a question of a combat with him as opponent, 
for there were not many who cared to stand up 
before that young lion when ho was roused and 
angry. He had homely, every-day qualities about 
him, such as simplicity, truth, faithfulness, and 
fortitude, that gave an idea of calm, resolute 
strength ; you might lean upon him, and he would 
not give way ; trust him, and ho would be silent 
as the grave ; love him, and he would love you 
without any jealous exaction or weak passionate 
harassment, such as Cyrus inflicted upon his often- 
changed friends. If the future of either was to 
be mainly influenced by his own peculiar idiosyn- 
crasy — and who can doubt that our lives are all 
so influenced ? — ^it were easy to previse that Cyrus 
would create for himself many a mortification, 
many a stumbling-block, and that he would wring 
his cruellest pangs out of his own heart ; and it 
were also easy to see that Robert's troubles would 
come to him from without, from the hand of God, 
not from the bitter broadcast seed of passion and 
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wrong-doing, which Cyrus might have to gather 
in when the time of harvest came. 

For their age — ^they were drawing on to twelve 
years old— then- distinctive traits were very strongly 
marked. It was time, and more than time, that 
they were removed from tKe village school and 
the tuition of Master Scrope; but their grands- 
father was penurious of temper, and evaded every 
proposal that might lead to expense. He had 
already decided on the line of life each was to 
pursue. Cyrus he designed to keep as his own 
helper and ultimate successor on the Manor Farm, 
which the Hawthomes had tenanted from genera- 
tion to generation ; Robert was to be sent out of 
the island to his great-uncle's manufactory of paint 
and varnish at Walton Minster, and to be duly 
initiated into its mysteries with a view to carrying 
it on when his relative should retire from it 
With such prospects in view, their grandfather 
argued, sensibly enough, that a highly polished 
education was not needed ; and as Master Scrope 
made them good readers, writers, and accountants, 
he declared that no further instructor should they 
have. 
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Those were not the days of universal knowledge, 
when everybody was taught everything, and the 
young Hawthomes were not sensible of any 
very grievous deprivation. If their mother, Mary, 
in looking at her beautiful boys, sometimes felt 
ambitious for them — ^as what mother's heart does 
not feel for her darlings ? — she battled the proud 
impulse down and held her peace : what had she, 
what had they^ to do with pride, ambition, and 
rising in the world — ^they of all the boys in 
Chinelyn, whose very existence there was imputed 
to her for an indelible disgrace ? 

Having said thus much in this place, we must 
say a little more. 



ni. 



Time was when Mary Hawthorne was not only 
the most beautiful, but also the blithest and happiest 
maiden in the parish ; she was a handsome woman 
still, and a remarkable looking woman, but it needed 
nothing deeper than the casual glance to trace the 
footmarks of the anguish that had gone over her 
souL She had been a pious good girl too, and 
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that made her misfortunes all the crueller^ and^ In 
her own mind> all the more rankling and indelible. 
But she had no taint of wilful sin chargeable upon 
licr; that even the most censorious and jealous 
of those who had envied and hated her for her 
temporary exaltation were ready to admit. 

When she was about sixteen there was one night 
a yacht run aground on the rocky beach below 
Chinelyn^ and in reaching the shore a gentleman, 
the owner of the skiff, received more than one 
severe injury which necessitated his immediate 
removal to some quiet dwelling where he could be 
comfortably nursed and attended upon. At this 
date there was no such place at Chinelyn, and 
Simon Hawthorne gave a reluctant consent to 
his being carried up to the Manor Farm. 

The stranger became known in the village as 
Sir Philip Nugent, and long after he had regained 
convalescence he lingered in the neighbourhood, 
or, if he left it," ho always returned at the end 
of two or three days, until, at last, a wonderfiil 
rumour went abroad — a rumour which the event 
authenticated very speedily. 

One morning Mary Hawthorne was seen driving 
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away from Chinelyn in a handsome carriage with 
Sir Philip Nugent by her side. She had been 
married to him that day by the parish priest at 
the altar of the parish church, and bitter-tongued 
scandal had not a word to say. Beautiful Mary 
was no longer a simple Tillage maiden ; she was 
my Lady Nugent, wife of a gentleman as hand- 
some as ever stepped, mistress of houses and lands, 
men-servants and maid-servants, and of more 
luxuries than the exaggerated rustic imagination 
could conceive. 

Many months— nearly a year— went over, and 
still Simon Hawthorne held up his head and spoke 
proudly of Mary — "My daughter Mary, Lady 
Nugent, who is travelling abroad with her hus- 
band," — ^until one bitter March night, when a 
frozen north-east wind was whistling over the 
downs, there came a low tremulous knock at 
the door of the Manor Farm, and when Simon 
hurried to open it, his child stood outside alone. 

" Take me in, dear father ! " cried she, and fell, 
half fainting, upon his breast. 

It is a piteous story, but it has been told often 
before. She had been cruelly deceived ; she was 

VOL. I. G 
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about to become a mother, but ahe was no wife. 
Sir Philip Nugent had been preriooBljr married 
to a foreign lady, from whom he was judicially 
separated, but who was still alive Mary liad 
extracted this confession from his own reluctaat 
lips, and evading his 'watchfolness, she made her 
escape and fled from him to her father's protection* 
He pursued her; be tried to win her hack; he 
offered to make upon her and her offipring any 
settlement she chose to demand ; but Mary^ 
strong in her purity of spirit, however weak she 
might be in her love, refused ever to look upon 
his face again ; and old Simon Hawthorne flung 
back his lavish proffers of money in his teeth. I 
shall not attempt to make Sir Philip Nngent'a 
apology. That he had been ill-used himself was 
no plea for inveigling Mary by such a base d^ 
ccption as he had practised on her innocenee* 
Still less can his passionate love be admitted in 
excuse. He departed in anger, and retomed 
abroad, to chafe over his loss and disappobtment ; 
and while Mary's shame and misery were still new 
to her, her twin boys struggled into the world. 
She had them baptized by the names of Cyi 
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and Bobert Hawthorne, and the villagers resumed 
calling her also by hs3c father's name. 

Since ihen twelve long years had gone over 
her head — ^years how woful, how weary, with vain 
longing and vain sorrow none but her Father in 
Heaven will ever know I They bad given to her 
caantenance the refinement of a suffering unme- 
rited, a holy, a tender beauty, far beyond the fatal 
loveliness of her youth. Surely one could not look 
up so long and so fiuthfully to the throne of mercy 
witihout, like her, winning somewhat of angel grace 
and angel fiumess too ! 

The father of the boys still lived, but Mary was 
never known to mention him, though Cyrus could 
scarcely come before her eyes without vividly re- 
calling not only his features and general air, but 
also his simplest gestures, and the veiy tones of 
bis voice. Perhaps this was the subde reason 
why her heart dave to him with greater tender- 
ness than to his brother, though she thought it 
was because he showed a more eager and exacting 
love for her. I would willingly evade all further 
allusion to tiie man who had done her such 
gxievous wrong, but if their story is to be faith* 

G2 
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fiilljr told, that would be impoesible. Marj^s chil- 
dren inherited from him too much for their pftter^ 
nitj ever to be ignored: Cyms wis his literal copy, 
personally, maotaDj, and nMraDr; and though 
Robert took of his mother^s inner character and 
expression, he also had the noUe visage, the 
high coorage, the stnmg somid brain, that were 
hereditary in the fanuly from which Sir PhiUp 
Nugent sprang. Without having any knowledge 
of the actual truth, the boys were intuitively 
sensible of a difference between themselves and 
their associates* Neither was ever guilty of a lie, 
a meanness, a cowardice ; but this moral rectitude 
might be the graft of their mother's good teaching; 
for if they were children of sorrow, they were also 
children of many prayers. 

Cyrus, like most boys of lively imagination, was 
a day dreamer* In his vanity he loved to identify 
himself with all histories of princes in disguise, 
or wrongfully dispossessed heirs ; and long before 
Robert awoko to any idea of romance as attached 
to himself, his brother had woven a tissue of com- 
plicated adventures which invariably terminated 
with glorious triumph to them both. He had 
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reticence enough to keep these visions to himself, 
but Mary more than suspected them, and looked 
forward with shrinking dread to the hour when 
she must take the boys into the secret of her heart, 
and tell them all the truth concerning themselves 
and her own moumfol motherhood. 



IV, 



Though old Simon Hawthorne might, in his 
own mind, destine Cyrus to the quiet, eventless, 
pastoral life, the lad would never follow it,- and he 
had confided as much to Master Scrope, who kept 
his counsel faithfully, because he sympathized with 
him. The schoolmaster recognised in him that 
genius which none other — not even Mary— did, 
and he had a sublime respect for it He was one 
of those who allow to genius a moral, or immoral, 
licence such as they will accord neither to passion, 
temptation, weakness, nor ignorance. He would 
say that genius was not amenable to ordinary 
rules or codes of law, yet he did not grant to 
Cyrus a practical exemption from his own regula- 
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tions ; in which he differed not from many 
amongst ourselves, who find it a hard task to fit 
onr acts to our theory; a sentimait of justice in- 
terfered with him; as indolence^ caprice, or selfish- 
ness may interfere with us. 

Close beside the master's desk there were three 
hanging shelves of books, not school-books, dull 
and dreary, but play books, poetry books, ro- 
mances, travels, biographies of learned and famous 
men, and a few scientific works, not attractively 
illustrated as are oar popular editions nowadays, 
but plain and solid both inside and out. The 
young * Hawthomes had free access to these 
shelves, and when lessons were over for the morn- 
ing and ihe other lads gone out, they marched 
straight up to them, and grasped a fiivourite 
volume each. They were not permitted to carry 
the books home, for they were Master Scrope's 
only wealth, and he set especial store by them; 
so they had a custom of seating themselves on 
the school-door step in the sunshine, and reading 
there until the clock in the comer warned them 
home to dinner. 

While they were tiius employed, the master 
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ittrode between them into the garden to cut a 
salad for his midday repast, dressed it after a 
£Mhion of his own with a hard-boiled egg of his 
speckled hen's laying, and then ate it with a hunch 
of coarse brown bread which he had kneaded and 
baked himself. It was lucky for poor old Master 
Scrope that, with his nordiern breeding, he had 
imbibed a natural turn for economy ; else, instead 
of bread and lettuce with contentment, he must 
have had emptiness and sorrow for his dinner 
often. EdmcatioQ was not at a premium amongst 
the rising generation at Chinelyn, and it must be 
allowed that liie master was in no danger of grow- 
ing too plump on his penny-a-week vocation. 
Cyras had seen the frugal shape and substance of 
the old man^s dinner too odften to haye his attention 
distracted thereby from his book now, and he 
pored steadily on mitil Master Scrope touched him 
on the shoidder after tiirice repeating the same 
question: ^ Where did you go this morning, 
Cyrus, instead of coming to school?" Then 
indoleiitly Kfting his eyes from the attractive page, 
but wrthont detaching his thoughts from it, he 
replied. 
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^' I went down on the shore to see the boats 
come in ; " after a moment's pause he added, with a 
touch of audacity in his voice and a significant 
glimmer in his dark eyes, *' I came up bv Fusmount 
and saw that hawk — you know." The master 
smiled : 

*' I was playing truant too, even an old man 
tires of being wise every day, and all day," said he. 

This sentiment caused Robert to look up. '^I 
wish you would give us a holiday this afternoon, 
master ; I want to go through the landslip, and it 
is just the weather, neither too sultry, nor too 
windy, nor too anything, but just right," was his 
plea. 

** Why don't you take holiday ? " whispered 
Cyrus, with a mischievous, defiant glance at the 
master, who feigned neither to hear nor see. He 
was never the pedagogue out of school; from 
which it may be safely inferred, that he was 
not heartily in love with his vocation ; for there is 
none other that sticks so adhesively as that, if it 
ever succeed in pervading the affections and habits. 

To make the master's confession for him once 
for all, let us say that he regarded himself as 
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a fine actor spoilt; a noble tragedian cast away 
on the barren intelligences of an obscure village ; 
a great artist^ doomed by adverse fate to waste 
his talent on a primer and a cane I Which of 
us has not railed at Fortune more or less^ for 
pushing us off the stage where we hoped to play 
a part and win distinction^ and resolutely hand* 
ing us into another theatre where the rSles are 
all strange and distasteful to us? What cares 
she, imperious jade I Not a sous I She portions 
our task» and pins us down to it spite of our 
yea or nay! I protest this world seems to me 
often a game of the most wilful cross purposes I 
There's one whose natural mmd goes clad in 
motley^ and whose outward husk drapes itself in 
a high tragedy robe ; there's another, with dust 
and ashes powdering his fool's cap and bells, and 
sackcloth instead of juggler's fleshings ; there's 
another of port grand, grave, and serious, that 
every idle spite makes a mock at, as if dignity 
were a mere ninepin set up for ill-luck to bowl 
down into the mire ! When I see one of these 
unhappy travesties I can never help falling into 
the moralist's parenthetic view. 
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There was a warm, yellow, noonday ttmaliine 
ateeping the lliree figures in ihe schoolroom door-* 
way. The master had his dish of salad on the end 
of die desk, and ate it meditatively and slowly ; 
be possessed a smattering of classical knowledge, 
and could season his dinner of herbs with re- 
collections of great men, who, in their adversity, 
bad fared no more sumptuously than he, and 
doubtless be did so season it His rusty black 
figure, his long grey hair, his bony, placid face, 
and frosty eye, might have served as a model 
of a village philosopher. There also, to com- 
plete the picture, were his young disciples at his 
feet ; the passionate enthusiast, whose way would 
be one season a luxuriant flowery land, and the 
next a thorny wilderness ; and the patient learner 
who would put by in his heart every lesson that 
experience might teach him, and would guide him- 
self afier the everlasting beacon of the Cross in the 
sky, nntil he could fold his sails and cast anchor 
in the still waters of the fair heavenly haven. 

Master Scrope had not the gifib of the second 
aight, but he had a shrewd discernment, a clear 
perception, of the finer traits of human nature and 
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indiTidiial character ; and as he sat contemplating 
the two yoatfafiil heads^ he mi^t have prophesied 
the main features of tibe lads' lives within a line 
or two of the truth. There was tiie repose of 
quiet strength in Robert's attitude^ a grave clear- 
ness in his countenance; but in Cyrus's mobfle 
features tixere was the latent fire, the pre- 
amdousy melancholj expression, which physiogno- 
mists haye professed to trace even in die portraits 
of those foredoomed to do and suffer much. His 
variable spirit passed in smile and gloom over 
his face, like light and cloud over the sky; as 
distinct to see^ 83 easy to interpret ; amongst his 
weaknesses and his errors^ he was rarely a dis- 
sembler; he betrayed himself at his best and at 
his worst at once. 

The book he was now reading was an old 
brown volume, entilied a ^' History of the Stage." 
It introduced him first to the cart of Thespis, 
and lihen carried him swiffly down Arough tiie 
dadk ages to the days of monkish mysteries and 
moralities; to the days of Shakspeare, and Ben 
Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher, Congreve, Far^ 
quhar, Dryden, and the rest of them. In its 
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pages he made acquaintance with fair Kitty Clive^ 
with Mistress Eleanor Grwynne, Mistress WoflSng- 
ton and others — ^their contemporaries; but there 
was no mention of the three then celebrities — 
Kemble^ Siddons^ and Kean — the book was before 
their reign, in fact 

Inmiature genius has generally the trick of 
imitation strong, so, whatever interested Cyrus 
became, for the nonce, the foundation of his day 
dreams. When he heard or read about great 
actors, one half-hour he was treading the stage 
with tragic power, and drawing tears from every 
eye as maddened Lear; the next he was con- 
vulsing his audience in some broad farcical part, 
and again he was causing young hearts to beat 
warm and fast as he made love to Juliet — an 
impassioned Romeo. His imagination did not 
always bind him to achieve success. Sometimes 
he would heroically support persecution prompted 
by envious rivals; he was great there; full of 
dignity and fortitude; he would even let him- 
self be conquered, and then what did he do? 
I am sorry to say he died: when he ceased to 
enthral he always died I A dreary after-time of 
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obscurity never dropped upon him and l^ft liim 
to fade out of remembrance: shouts of applause 
or yells of jealous hatred heralded him to a 
grave^ which men's loving, repentant tears were 
to keep ever green. If, in books, ho went down 
to the sea in ships, he was the navigator who 
discovered new worlds; if he marched with an 
army, he was the general who conquered king- 
doms ; if he was the sage in his closet, art and 
science were for ever indebted to him; and the 
conclusion was always the same — a shrine of 
immortal honour visited by pilgrim feet from gene- 
ration to generation. 

An analysis of Robert's character would not 
show any such wildly egotistical aspirations. 
Therein was a deep, tender love for his mother, 
a sentiment that pervaded all his nature, a quiet 
enthusiasm for things beautiful and true, a ser- 
viceable energy and a persistent power of work ; 
but he never fancied himself a hero to anybody, 
and he was certainly not a hero to himself. 
His volume was one that Cyrus would have 
called dry; it was a geological work, and the 
subject was not treated in a lively manner, but 
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it was realf and therefore he liked it Hugh 
Miller hod not penned liis picturesque ttoriee 
of the Old Worlds or tracked the footprints of 
the Creator through it, when Robert Hawthorne 
was a boy, else he would have made another 
fervent young disciple of nature* Master Scrope 
had recently taken to the study, under the inH 
pression that he had had enough of men and 
women, and should find stones more interesting 
and satisfactory; but he never acknowledged to 
having done so. Indeed, on one occasion when 
Mr. Ford, the parish priest of Chinelyn, ven- 
tured to impugn the character of some of the 
books upon his shelves, he was excited to reply 
with almost disrespectful warmth ; and there 
afterwards ai)peared in the ^' Banner of Freedom,'' 
a slightly revolutionary paper edited by a Scotch 
cousin of bis, an article on literature, containingihe 
following tirade hpropos oiMx. Ford's remarks: 

**The poet, novelist, and playwright stu(fy 
human nature, and try to compel its secrets 
from it They see or strive to see how it 
is wrought upon by the powers of heaven^ 
earth, and helL I uphold that this study is a 
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nobler one than your geologist's, ifvho goes aboat 
chippiiig stosee and grabbtng amoDgst the cast^ 
off skmgbs of this old serpent the world; it is 
nobler than your botanist's rage for compassing 
land and sea to find a new weed; than year 
entomologist's rejoicing over a strange ^beetle, 
and naming it vainglorioasly after himself I The 
climax of the whole omyerse, the Creator's mas- 
terpiece, is the heart of man! Where else is 
there such infinite variety, complication, versap* 
tility? Answer me that, irreverent blocks, who 
set what their Maker destined for king and ruler 
beneath ihe earth which was made for him to 
walk upon, the vegetables that cover its naked- 
ness, and the creeping things that hide as he. 
approaches I " 

Assuredly Master Scrope was not bom for a 
village achooihttaster I 



V. 

Cyrus Hawthoime unscrupulously availed him- 
self of the advice that he had offered to the 
rejection of his mare conscieiitions brDther, and 
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took the half-holiday which the schoolmaster 
would not grant without inconveniencing himself 
by announcing his intentions. He directed his 
truant steps towards the Chine, through wliicli 
he meant to descend to the beach» always his 
favourite resort. 

The Chine was an immense rift into the body 
of the earthy at the bottom of which rushed a 
narrow, but impetuous torrent; at its head, this 
torrent poured over a lofty slab of rock, and 
formed a miniature waterfall, whence the spray 
rose in glittering clouds. The sinuosities of the 
rift; which the rude steps and pathways were 
obliged to follow^ perpetually disclosed lovely 
siurprises in the scenery. For five minutes, Cyrus 
walked through a green gloom of overhanging 
verdure, ahnost as rich and various m its spring 
colouring as when the trees have put on their 
warmer autumnal robes. Then he crossed a firail 
plank bridge, thrown over the abyss, and found 
himself exposed to the full rays of the afternoon 
sunshine between two earthy cliffs, all bare and 
black. A little farther, and as the Chine widened, 
the foliage became still richer and more luxuriant. 



•-k"^ 
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Through the branches of elms^ beeches, chesnuts, 
and sycamores, the yellow light filtered down 
upon emerald grasses, with here and there a vivid 
patch of wild flowers, such as love a moist 
vaporous atmosphere. An occasional fruit tree, 
full of pink and white blossoms, and the bright 
dark leaves of a holly or laurel, still further 
diversified the hues of the picture, and looking 
upwards to the narrow band of sky which roofed 
the Chine, light, feathery branches of fir, of yew, 
of alder, and hazel, were seen waving against the 
blue. The clifFs near the water were clothed 
with a close, dark green, velvety lichen, and from 
many a clefl and crevice hung down long ten- 
drils of the small vein-leaved ivy, and ribbon-like 
tassels of the glossy hart's tongue fern. Such 
a mellowness of warm light suffused the air, such 
a silence, except for the trickling music of the 
waterfall, and the lapping of the tide upon the 
shore, that Cyrus, ever open to impressions and 
beguilements of beauty, lingered there longer 
than his wont. There is a moral meaning and a 
moral influence in the varying scenes and seasons 
of earth, to which imaginative minds are peculiarly 
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susceptible, and as he idled through this wilder- 
ness of verdant beauty, his spirits rose to a wild 
exaltation, as if the youth of the spring and the 
youth in his veins ran with a swifter, warmer 
current in this budding May-time of the year 
than at any other. 

On the eastern side of the Chine, near where 
its rivulet flowed out, and lost itself among the 
searsands, there was a little cottage perched aloft 
upon an elevated plateau, and almost buried in 
verdure, like a bird's nest in the branches of an 
elm. In this cottage lived two fishermen, named 
Brett — ^father and son — of no very good repute ; 
for they were smugglers, when smuggling was 
a profession of risk and profit. From them, 
Cyrus Hawthorne, and Robert too, had heard 
many a wild tale of the sea, its perils, marvels^ 
and fascinations ; for the lads were &vourites with 
the two fishermen, especially with the younger. 
As Cyrus came whistling down the steep path 
opposite the cottage, he saw the old man sitting 
outside the door, mending his nets in the sun* 
shine, while his son stood a little way off on a 
prominence, which commanded the whole are of 
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tlie bay. He had his glass in his hand, and was 
intently watching the movements of a sail upon 
the horiz(m. 

"What craft is yon, Mai-k?" asked Cyrus, 
springing up the precipitous ascent, to the young 
man's side ; " it is a fast sailer." 

" Here, father, look you if you know it It has 
been a long while a stranger in tliese waters, 
if it is what I take it to be," said Mark, handing 
the glass to the old man, who had dropped his 
task, and come hobbling towards him. 

Brett himself seemed for a moment surprised 
or baffled, and when he lowered the glass after his 
examination, Mark asked if he had ever seen it 
before. 

*^ Yes," was the brief reply, " and so have you, 
Mark. It is the ' Stormy Petrel,' sure enough." 

The younger man turned a savage look sea- 
wards, and then walked away. Cyrus, in astonish- 
ment, inquired what was the matter with him. 

*^I told you once, my lad, that if you came 
about my place, there must be no questions, and 
no tellings of what you might see," replied Brett> 
curtly. " Do you want the glass yourself? " 

D 2 
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Cyrus took it for a minute or two, but soon 
rendered it back, and ran down upon the shore 
while the old fisherman returned to his net- 
mending, and his son strode away to die top of 
the cliff to watch the strange sail. Cyrus enter- 
tained no virtuous horror of smugglers and smug- 
glings, and in the idea that the "Stormy Petrel'' 
wan an inoppoiiune member of the preventive 
service which would dispute his friend's method 
of imi)ortation for some time to come, he did not 
wish it any special good luck, but went on his way 
to a wild rocky point, where, at low water, it was 
his custom to seek for anemones and other strange 
things of the sea, such as were left in the deep 
j)Ools, and clinging to the stones by the retiring 
tide. The beach at Chinelyn varied greatly from 
season to season ; its cliffs of earth and sandstone 
were continually crumbling down or falling in 
heavy masses, which the action of the water, in 
process of time, hardened to the appearance of 
rock. 

The wonders of the deep were the earliest 
inspiration of Cyrus's muse, and this afternoon, 
when he was tired of hunting for new specimens. 
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he clambered up the red cliffs to a point whence 
he had a glorious view over the bay, and as the 
white ships went and came in the distance, and 
the gulls skimmed the opalescent water lightly as 
foam flecks, he took out a little red pocket-book 
and began to write. He was not over difficult in 
the matters of rhyme and metre (nor always 
of reason either) at this date, but Mary fondly 
cherished all his verses, and thought them beauti- 
ful ; she was a gentle critic, and his songs made 
music in her ears. How much of tliem was 
original, and how much was merely the reflection 
of other minds upon his, she never inquired. He 
w^as her poet-boy, the pride and delight of her 
heart, and if anybody had made her hear tlie 
voices of which his was only the echo, she 
would have said in her loving soul, if she did not 
speak it witli her lips, that his had still the finer^ 

4 

purer, sweeter, loftier tone. 

Wliile Cyrus was absorbed in his composition, 
ihe vessel which had excited such visible annoy- 
ance in the younger Brett approached nearer in 
shore, and a boat containing two persons put off 
from it. His verses done, Cynis descended from 
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his eerie, and turned his steps in the direction of 
the place where it would land its passenger. The 
tide was flowing in now, and brought the boat 
through the water so fast that when he reached 
the little pier of loose stones, Mark Brett was 
just casting out a rope to secure it. The elder 
fisherman had come down from mending his nets, 
and Robert also, school being out, had found his 
way to the beach in search of his brother. The 
two lads, in their idle, affectionate way, twined 
their arms round each other's neck, and stood 
watching, while a fine-looking gentleman stepped 
up upon the pier within half a dozen yards of 
them. His visage was brown and much h'ned, 
but it was a handsome face still, and of a singu- 
larly attractive expression. The boys looked at 
him with rustic admiration, but without obtru- 
siveness, until they perceived that he also was 
intently regarding them. He did not speak, but 
Mark Brett, following the direction of his gaze 
and seeing where it rested, said, significantly — 

'^ Those two are Mistress Mary Hawthorne's 
boys, — twins. Sir Philip Nugent. I remember 
you, sir, of old." 
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The stranger started to find himself thus 
abruptly recognised^ but he approached the boys, 
who had retreated to a little distance, and ex- 
claimed, while a glow of natural emotion suffused 
his fiwe — 

** Are you indeed Mary Hawthorne's sons ? 
Is she up at the Manor Farm still ? " 

The boys were silent; they felt rather than 
guessed in what relation this noble*looking gentle- 
man stood towards them, and for a minute or 
two Cyrus was fool enough to imagine that his 
romantic day-dreams were coming true ; by what 
prescience Robert divined the reality I cannot 
tell, but that he did divine it, and was stung to 
his heart's core with shame, the burning crimson 
that dyed his face as his eyes and his father's 
met betrayed* I have intimated elsewhere that 
Robert had more of his mother in his counte- 
nance than Cyrus ; perhaps that shamed look of 
his reminded Sir Philip Nugent of some painful 
scene betwixt Mary and himself long ago. He 
stood a moment or two as if pondering what to 
do, but, at last, he made a sign to the boys that 
they should accompany him up the Chine, and 
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tlicy obeyed. Cyrus was the least shy of the 
two^ and though restless and disquieted, he kept 
])OHide the stranger all the way ; but it was on 
Robert's shoulder that Sir Philip chose to lean 
lii.s hand, and it was Robert's lineaments that he 
pcniscd with the most affectionate interest He 
asked many questions about their mother, assidu- 
ously striving to veil his anxiety under a pretence 
of simple friendship ; he asked about their grand- 
father and about their own bringing up, but all 
was left to Cyrus to answer. Robert's calm 
nature was stirred to its depths ; when he would 
have spoken, a strangling sensation in his throat 
stifled the words ; it was an agony of shame and 
torture that the lad underwent during tliat short 
walk. When they reached the Chine head. Sir 
Philip Nugent paused. 

" You are going home to your mother now, are 
you not ? " he said. 

Cyrus replied that they were. 

" Say nothing of having met any stranger here ; 
you will see me at the Manor Farm ere long; 
till then bo silent" 

lie did not wait for a promise, neither did they 
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offer to give one, and they parted at once ; Sir 
Philip Nugent taking the road into the village, 
and the boys turning homewards. 

" What does it mean, Robin ? " Cyrus asked 
confusedly, as they went slowly across the fields ; 
** who is that gentleman ? " 

"Cannot you feel, Cyrus? you are quite like 
him in the face," was the reluctant answer. 

Cyrus coloured and glanced uneasily at Ms 
brother. It was some time before either spoke 
again, but when they got into the Manor garden 
amongst the shady trees, an exciting discussion 
commenced befrsveen them — ^a discussion which, I 
am afraid, left poor, passionate, poetical Cyras but 
very little of his magnificent day-dreams remain- 
ing. 
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CHAPTER THE SECOND. 

TUEIB MOTIIEB. 

" I HATB lingered by the put, 
Af by a death-bed, with unwonted love^ 
And f uch forgirenei i af we bring to thoie 
Who can ofibnd no more." — Balder, 

Stdvby Dobbll. 

I. 

CmNJELTK Mahob Hovse, where tho Hawthornes 
livedo was a large, sqaare built, steep-roofed edifice 
with a heavy cornice round it and uniformly placed 
windows, rather high than wide, which were fur- 
nished with scats throughout. Tho fire-places, by 
some architoctual freak, peculiar cither to the island 
or the date of the house, were placed each in a 
comer of the rooms, which were otherwise suffi- 
ciently lofly and well-proportioned. Their plenish- 
ing was neither now nor choice, and the whole—, 
the kitchen excepted — looked bare and comfortless, 
probably from the fact that the best of them were 
rarely entered except for cleaning purposes. 
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But upstairs there was a little parlour looking 
eastward over the sea, with an old wooden 
balcony before its window, which the boys always 
called ^' Mother's Room." This balcony was almost 
falling with decay, but there grew up over it on 
one side a bush of sweet clematis, while a red cluster 
rose garlanded it on the other. Mary had trained 
them there firom a girl, and if they had had the 
gift of speech they could have told us all the 
story of her life. Many a time had she stood out 
there watching towards Longridge white cliffs as a 
sail went and came into the bay — ^her lover's sail. 
Spies had seen the flutter of her dress in the early 
morning and late evening, which signalled that she 
was on the look out for him. Poor, simple, loving 
little heart I happy vigils were those, happy wak*- 
ings in the gray dawn, happy dreams in the long 
night when he was just coming or but just gone I 
And spies had seen her, too, in her deep, deep 
sorrow, gazing wistfully— oh, so wistfully — over 
the sea where that fatal sail might, perhaps, come 
never again ! They had seen her there with her 
children almost daily since, and a right pleasant 
place for them it was. What should they know of 
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eager hopes enjoyed, of dumb^ dead agonies there 
suffered through ? Mother's eyes were all sunshine 
looking into their baby eyes, mother's voice was 
all song and sweetness over their rest, mother's 
heart was warm to the core for love of them I 
They were God's gifts to her; if she had been 
childless as well as wronged, she would have gone 
to her grave uncalled. 

The boys to their lives' end had a sacred 
remembrance of this room ; such a remembrance 
as most of us retain of the church where wo 
went as children — of the chamber where we have 
looked our last on a dear, dear friend — or of 
the grave where we have buried our best 
beloved. First prayers, first lessons, first stories 
belonged to its archives, and all Sunday teachings 
ever since. The big old family Bible with its 
quaint engravings, each one an indelible history, 
was kept there ; and from the hour when they had 
stood on one footstool, or knelt on one chair, with 
brotherly arms round each other's neck, to look 
at them and listen to their mother's reading out 
the narrative, they had loved and reverenced that 
book ; one of them never wavered in his love and 
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reverence for it. This room continued over the 
brightest, distinctest spot in their early home. 
Under its window lay the garden, a place of 
delights; so old, green, and shady; on tlie out- 
skirts so sunny, so flower-gaudy in front The 
fold-3rard was beyond, with its kine knee-deep 
in the golden straw, its rough, mettlesome colts, 
sleek black pigs, and strutting poultry; the 
rick-yard adjoined, and tliere were few gayer 
rural sights to be seen anywhere than tliat bal- 
conied window presented on a dewy sunshiny 
morning, when the waggon, high piled with sacks 
of grain, was rolling heavily through the great 
gates, its team of four black horses in fringed 
scarlet trappings, and with musical bells at their 
collars chiming as they went. 



11. 

Hitherto I have spoken of Mary Hawthorne in 
her past, and, so to say, ideal, relation, but now 
let me speak of tlio woman in her habit as she 
lived. She had an air of rusticity, though nature 
had gifted her with delicately refined features; 
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these features, pallid and worn, with deeply sunken 
eyes under a brow like marble, could not but look 
remarkable ; her countenance, that once attracted 
by its rosy maiden beauty, now fascinated by an 
intensity of suffering expression ; but it will easily 
be understood that its charm for a lover^s gaze was 
gone. Her dress was simple and homely, but 
graceful in its simplicity, showing that, while 
she had put by youtli and gaiety, she could not 
put by the subtle perfume and aitrait they leave 
behind. Sorrow had done for her ihe work of 
time, for though not yet thirty years old, broad 
silver lines streaked her luxuriant hair where the 
cap did not cover it, and the delicate veins of her 
thin hands shone distinctly through the white skin, 
and yet with all this subdued, refined tone of 
feature and colour, her general air was still that 
of a woman of the class in which she had been 
bom and bred. I would have this clearly felt 
and appreciated, because it goes to explain sub- 
sequent events. 

She guided her father's household carefully 
and assiduously; she put her hand to many a 
task which is now servant's work without feeling 
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it irksome ; to and firo in the kitchen, to and &o 
in the dairy, to and fro in the poultry-yard, she 
went all day and every day; serviceable, ener- 
getic, thrifty, methodical in all her labours. 
Methodical^ I have said — mechanical would have 
expressed more correctly the manner of her ac- 
tivity. One saw that in this life, which, as true 
wife and mother, would have satisfied every desire 
of her nature, her heart was not and never 
could be. For enjoyment she had got hard rou- 
tine, for happiness she had got necessity, for 
daily sustenance of soul she had got duty. Left 
innocent in her natural estate, she would have 
shared some plain honest man's homely joys and 
homely cares, would have brought up his children 
in the fear of God, and would have died blessed 
and blessing others by her fair example. Cast adrift 
as she had been from a woman's only safe anchor, 
all her prayers, all her patience, fortitude, resig- 
nation, had been unable to stay her craving heart ; 
she found her feet set in a grove, and walked 
straight along it, looking upwards for guidance 
and support; but that did not prevent that in 
the dead lime of the night, in the soft evening. 
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in the gleamy morning, old sights and sounds 
should carry her thoughts away from the tame 
dull present to the bitter sweet of the past. 

Mary Hawthorne's battle was to fight over again 
almost every day. 



III. 

The day to which Mary had looked forward 
with greatest dread came upon her unawares at 
last That evening, when her boys returned home 
after their rencontre with, Sir Pliilip Nugent, she 
was sitting alone in her room, the window being 
open to the balcony, and the sun shining over tlie 
garden. She saw them enter by the wicket gate 
from the meadow, and, after pacing about for some 
minutes, throw themselves down on the grass, 
under the great walnut-tree. She had her Bible 
open 'on* her lap, but she regarded the children, 
who were holding what seemed a very vehement 
argument ; she saw that Cyrus was much excited, 
and that he would have broken away from his 
brother more than once, if Robert had not held 
him fast by main force. She had never accus- 
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tomed herself to interfere in their trifling fraternal 
differences^ being of opinion that such righted 
themselves the more easily for being let alone; 
so the present scene would have passed unnoticed, 
had not something further occurred. Mr. Ford 
come in leisurely from the Parsonage lane, and no 
sooner did he appear than Cyrus sprang towards 
him, and began to question him with fiery eager- 
ness. Robert stood by silent, but endeavouring 
by sign and gesture to restrain his brother, while 
he looked from time to time up at the balconied 
window, where he discerned the listening outline 
of his mother's figure. 

Even from that distance, Mary could perceive 
that Cyrus's easily roused indignation was burn- 
ing on lip and cheek, and that Robert looked 
strangely downcast and uneasy. The minister 
laid his hand solemnly on Cyrus's shoulder, and 
answered him. When Mary saw his grave ear- 
nest manner, and the sudden effect it had upon 
the impetuous lad, she imderstood what it meant, 
and, dropping on her knees, she hid her face in her 
hands and tried to pray. 

Half an hour after, when Mr. Ford came into 
VOL. I. E 
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the room, she was still in the same attitade— she 
had never once stirred since she sank down upon 
the floor. His step distarbed her, and she rose to 
her feet nervously, passing her hand before her 
eyes, to gain a little time, and then stood hold- 
ing by the table all white and dismayed. The 
good clergyman was tonched by her look of 
plaintive distress. 

** The time is come, Mary, for you and your 
children to understand each other fully," said he. 

'' Oh 1 how shall I tell them, Mr. Ford? If they 
despise their mother, I cannot survive it ! How 
shall I tell them of their cruel shame ? " cried 
she, trembling and weeping. All her courage, 
all her often rehearsals of this trying time, 
vanished in view of the reality. 

** You have lived through fiercer trials than this, 
Mary; but the boys know the truth now. It 
seems that something has occurred to excite their 
suspicion ; they did not tell me what, neither did I 
ask ; but Cyrus demanded an explanation of me, 
and I gave it to spare you.'' 

Mary looked as if she would have asked how they 
bore it, and he replied to her imspoken question. 
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" You most allow for Cyrus's proud spirit for a 
little while, but Robert is only anxious to show 
how much more he can love you. Oh! Mary, 
God has given you a treasure in that boy's 
heart." 

" I know it, sir, I know it ! " said she, sending 
a wild, moumftd, pleading glance towards her 
other darling, ' who lay upon the grass alone, 
sullenly plucking the daisies and casting them 
away. With every idle fling of his hand he dealt 
a stab at his poor mother's swelling breast. She 
felt how anger, shame, and unutterable disappoint- 
ment were dealing with him, and would have 
^idured their pangs a thousand-fold to spare him 
one. Glancing upwards to the balcony, he saw 
her white face watching him thus; he sprang 
to his feet, and fled indoors. She ran out upon 
the stairs to meet him ; he came and flung himself 
upon her bosom, crying between his passionate 
sobs, " Oh, mother, mother, I do love you, I do 
love you ! " as if he had been thinking of her 
unjustly, until he met her sad eyes upon him, and 
read in them a humble plea against her children's 
reproach. It was several minutes before she be- 

E 2 
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came conscious that Robert also was near hcr^ with 
his arm twined roimd her waist. Mr. Ford had 
gone out and closed the door upon that pitiful 
scene ; I think we will close the door upon it too. 



IV. 

Mary's children had told her how and where 
they had seen their father, and when the lads 
were gone to their early rest she stood out upon 
the balcony gazing through the clear spring twi- 
light at the little yacht in the bay whose frail 
spars were designed in sharp lines against the 
blue sky. " Why was it there ? ^ she asked her- 
self ; and one moment there came into her cheeks 
a wavering blush, the next, sick and trembling, 
she was £un to support herself against the crazy 
balustrade with its flowery wreath. 

Old Simon was in the garden smoking his 
evening pipe, and paying visits of inspection and 
admiration to the well-tended plots of flowers 
upon the lawn. He knew Mary was up in her 
room, and presently he called out to her — 

** Mary, these double-stocks of yours are doing 
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finely this yean Come and take a turn with me 
if you are not over-busy." 

She was a good daughter^ and always obeyed 
her father's behests ; without considering her own 
trial of the day or suffering it to keep her in 
solitude, she immediately joined him, and they 
continued to walk to and &o, until the old man's 
pipe was out and himself tired; then he went 
indoors and left her out upon the lawn. She had 
not said a word to him about the arrival of Sir 
Philip Nugent at Chinelyn, or of the revelation 
that had just been made to her children. It was 
a subject on which she would ever, if it were 
possible, have avoided speaking to him ; they 
could not agree upon it ; time had not lessened 
the bitterness of his resentment in any measure 
against his daughter's destroyer, or made him 
regard the two boys as anything but visible signs 
of a dishonoured name. His pride was quite as 
sensitive, quite as tenacious, as that of any born 
noble or gentleman in the land ; yet in his prac- 
tical spirit he looked to the boys' future as, in the 
main, depending upon him, and did his plain duty 
by them without ever leaniing to love them really. 
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When ho left her in the garden, Mary strayed 
out through the wicket into the sweet open 
meadows* There was a lovely lonely bank under 
the hedge of the wood, in whose moist hollows 
grew the treasures of yellow primroses, and lying 
along it was the decaying trunk of a gigantic 
elm which had recently been felled. She and the 
children were in the habit of visiting this spot on 
summer Sunday evenings, and the same intense 
longing for quiet and repose drew her steps 
towards it now. No one would seek her there ; 
in that solitude she could take her life into her 
hands and examine it where it was weak, guard it 
where it was exposed, above all, arm it against 
the subtle foe that lurked within the citadeL 
What is most women's salvation — ^their faithful 
love — ^was Mary's danger ; she knew it and prayed 
against it. It is hopeless to try to explain what 
it made her suffer. It is wisest, when we can do 
it, to put away the past altogether ; we have done 
with it in the way of action, we cannot improve 
it by way of thought. We have a future, at 
least we have a present, where effort need not be 
spent in vain, but it is sexton's work to linger 
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moralizing perpetually amongst graves. If we 
have strengtJi, close we that inevitable gate and 
go forth amongst the striving throng, to live and 
labour, to wait and pray. This was what Mary 
Hawthorne had endeavoured and was still en^ 
deavouring to do, but when her children told 
her what had happened to them upon the shore, 
when she learnt that their father was actually at 
Chinelyn, the sharpest thorn that had yet pierced 
her in mounting the hill Difficulty pricked her 
to the bona What had brought him back if it 
were not the urging of that imsatisfied love that 
had been the bane of both — ^blinding him to 
honour, spotting her sweet innocence? How 
shoidd she meet him — ^how repulse, when her own 
weak, passionate heart, even in his absence, 
pleaded for him so warmly ? These were ques- 
tions that she asked herself again and yet again 
as she rested on the fallen tree, and the evening 
grew dim and ever dimmer all around. 

« 

But help was preparing for her — such help and 
such safety as Heaven ofttimes gives to the weak 
in their own despite. Foresight is a melancholy 
gift ; perhaps if Mary had foreseen the manner 
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of her deliverance, it might have appeared crueller 
than any pang she had yet endured ; in all sin- 
cerity she prayed, ** Lead me not into temptation. 
Keep me from evil,'' and she was kept according 
to her desire — faithful if faint — and preserved 
against herself. 

When she left the Manor gardens and strayed 
across the meadow, she did not perceive that she 
was watched, but Sir Philip Nugent had seen her 
while walking to and fro the lawn with her father, 
and he now followed her, carefully evading dis- 
covery by keeping under covert of the trees. He 
had come to Chinelyn with an object : his wretched 
wife was dead, and he proposed to redeem past 
wrong and gain present happiness by marrying 
Mary. He had pleased his imagination with 
visions of her joyous beauty as he remembered it, 
of her youthful grace and simplicity, then capable 
of being moulded into any form : — ^but what did he 
behold when he came stealthily under the Manor 
hedge and looked over at her in the garden. 
He beheld a woman separated from liim in state 
and station by ten long years of almost menial 
work — a woman considerably older than her age, 
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thin to emaciation^ sorrowful almost to apathy. 
He was touched, but he was repelled : this poor 
faded Mary, to whose lips he had pressed the cup 
of all bitterness, never could be wife of his. 

He was a man of the world; not altogether 
heartless, perhaps, but certainly selfish. He was 
not the Curtius to cast himself into that gulf 
which long separation had made between the 
habits of her life and his. To meet her again 
would be like making a new acquaintance, and 
might still further revolt his fastidious taste ; but 
for her two beautiful boys he would provide. 
How glad, how proud would he have been could 
he have called either of them his lawful heir and 
bearer of his name, for no child had been bom to 
him of his marriage: he had no son to carry 
down to posterity the talents and honours of his 
race. In this his pride was very fitly scourged ; 
his early sin became his life-long, his irreparable 
mortification. 

Mary sat upon the secluded bank imtil the 
moon rose and the heavy dews began to fall ; Sir 
Philip Nugent, concealed in the wood behind, 
could see the outline of her figure so expressive of 
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wearinese and dejection, and when she moved to 
go home he followed her again. He saw her 
enter the garden and pass slowly round to the 
house door* Pausing upon the white moonlit 
steps, she lifted her pallid fiice towards heaven, 
and through the hushed stillness he heard a long- 
quivering sigh breathed firom her lips; for a 
moment he was minded to present himself before 
her and to turn her sorrow into a very joy of 
surprise, but while he hesitated, Mary went in, 
and the door closed behind her. Five minutes 
later, he was thankful that he had escaped the 
soft temptation of pity ; and he went back to the 
village, secredy congratulating himself upon hav- 
ing been preserved from an act of tender foolish- 
ness which mi^t have resulted in a pestering train 
of troublesome consequences to his life's end. 

And Mary went up to her quiet room to gaze at 
the yacht in die still, lake-like bay ; it rested ftdl 
in the track of the moonlight upon the water, and 
if it ever looked dim to her eyes that night it was 
that she beheld it through a mist of tears. Wh«i 
the morning came, she had not slept, and the traces 
of her vigil were seen in fevered cheek, slow, dull 
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glance, and livid, sunken circles round her eyes. 
Poor Mary — ^poor faded rose I notliing but the 
lingering perfume of thy love can make thee lovely 

now I 



V. 



That wad a long, tedious day ; she kq>t the hoys 
at home, and expected from moment to moment 
that Sir Philip Nugent would appear at the Manor 
House as he told them he intended; but the hours 
wore on until evening, and he never came. At 
the turn of the tide she saw preparation astir on 
board of the yacht ; its white sails were spread to 
the freshening breeze, its long scarlet pennon 
fluttered at the mast, and it glided out of the 
bay; slowly past Longridge white clifis^ slowly 
out of sight I Mary strained her gaze after it 
until she could see it no more; ih^i she sank 
down upon the floor, her arm on the window 
ledge, and her throbbing head leant down upon it. 
It was surely too hard, too cruel to be true I 
Heaven could not mock her so cruelly ! 

The boys had also witnessed the departure of 
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the jacht^ and presently tkcj went np to their 
mother's room; at the sound of their approach, 
with her habitual and mechanical self-restraint in 
their presence, she had risen from her attitude of 
humiliation, and snatched her ordinary work with 
her needle. They seemed surprised to find her 
thus employed. 

** The boat is gone, mother,*' said Cyrus, in a 
disappointed, half-reproachful tone. ^' Our father 
might have kept his word." 

Robert only stood by her chair, with his arm 
affectionately roimd her shoulders. She made no 
answer to Cyrus's remark, but after a few minutes 
of intolerable silence, she just turned her face to 
Robert's breast and began to cry, not loudly, 
not passionately, but with a weary abandonment 
as if her heart must either overflow or burst 
Cyrus impetuously flung liimself upon his knees, 
and with his head in her lap cried too, but Robert 
kissed her soft quivering lips and reminded her — 
** Mother, you have Cyrus and me to love you," 
and with that she broke out into a repentant fit 
of passionate sclf-accusal, saying that she needed 
this further chastisement, for her heart had been 



THEIR MOTHER. 61 

going astray from God. To her children she was 
almost a saint — they could not understand her ; 
poor Mary knew, however, knew by the startling 
shock of her disappointment, how far her hopes 
and imagination had gone back towards the love 
which could never more be anything but deadly 
sin to her. 

As Cyrus was the 'most violent in his sorrow, so 
it was the soonest exhausted, and by and by he 
was out in the balcony with a book, divertmg his 
mind. It was from his position here that he pre- 
sently saw Mr. Ford coming down the Parsonage 
lane towards the Manor House, and announced it 
to his mother. 

** Go, Robin, and bring him up here ; then 
leave us, my darlings, I must speak with him 
alone," said Mary, drying her swollen eyes. 

Robert obeyed, and when he had ushered the 
clergyman into the room, he signed to his brother, 
and they went downstairs together. 

"You are in bitter trouble, Mary; you have 
heard who was at Chinelyn last night?" said 
Mr. Ford, interrogatively. 

*' Yes, sir." 
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*'I come to yon as an ambassador from him 
now ; we had a long interview this morning, and 
mnch talk on a verj serious subject. He wishes 
to educate and provide for the boys ; he saw them, 
as they have probably told you ? ^ 

*' Yes;" Mary looked vaguely at her clasped 
hands for several moments ; she was scarcely equal 
to any effort of reflection then, but she asked at 
length, '^ Does he intend to take my children 
away from me ? '' 

''He has not tlie power to do that; he has 
no authority whatever over them, Mary; so do 
not terrify yourself with imaginary dangers. He 
saw that the boys were fine intelligent fellows, 
and tliinks — as you have often told me you 
thought yourself — that they arc capable of 
higher things than Simon Hawthorne destines 
them to. But you know what my advice has 
always been ? " 

"That they should be kept in their present 
station, where mortification is less likely to assail 
them than in a higher position.'^ 

"Yes. I expressed my opinion freely to Sir 
Philip Nugent, but he quite set it at nought 
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He has no other children, and would glodljr 
bring up one or both of tlie boys to any pro- 
fession they might select. He demanded that 
they should be taken into our counsels, and per- 
mitted to decide for themselves. I should be 
inclined to spare them that responsibility, were 
I in your place." 

Mary roused herself and asked why ? her own 
sentiments, the maternal love, pride, ambition, 
leant towards giving the boys their own will in 
what must affect the whole course of their future 
lives. Mr. Ford perceived her bias, and reasoned 
against it as a man of his profession and mild, 
unaspiring, conscientious, steadfast character, might 
be expected to do. He told her that Sir Philip 
Nugent was entirely a man of the world; that 
he had no religious principles, and consequently 
no real reliability of conduct, as his acts but 
too well proved; he told her that her children, 
in being trained under his auspices, would im- 
bibe his dangerous views, and be ultimately se- 
parated firom her by the broadest barrier which 
can divide parents from their children — ^inequality 
and diversity of mind and manners. Mary knew 
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not how wide this barrier is, knew not how effec- 
tually it had but just operated against herself. 

'' I do not think my boys would ever cease 
to love me,'' said she, with touching humility; 
*^ I dare not deal untruly with them, Mr. Ford, 
let the consequences be what they may. We must 
tell them what their father has offered them.'' 

*'It is not dealing untruly, Mary, to keep 
poison from those who cannot discriminate be- 
tween it and wholesome food," replied Mr. Ford, 
with sermonic air and illustration. *^ You are jus- 
tified, certainly, in hiding poison out of the way 
of a child." 

Mary had great respect for her pastor, but she 
had still greater respect for the free-will of her 
boys ; she was not convinced by the force of 
his reasoning in the smallest measure. She would 
have been pleased to see her children educated, 
and taking their places in tlie world like gentle- 
men. She felt in her fine woman's nature, that 
their strain of mind and temper was of their 
father's class rather than of hers; and that for 
Cyrus, at leasts there would never be happi- 
ness, never be contentment, in a lowly station. 
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^'I pledged my word to Sir Philip Nugent 
tiiat I would fidthfiilly lay his ofier before you^ 
Mary, and I have done so/' said Mr. Ford. '^ I 
am sorry to see the &your with which you are 
disposed to receive it, and I hope you will con- 
sult your father before accepting it" 

" I will. But oh, sir 1 you do not know Cyrus, 
you do not understand what a beautiful mind he 
has," pleaded Mary. **If he were taught hi 
the schools, he might be made a true poet I 
could show you some of his pieces now ^" 

"Poeto nascitur non fit,^ replied the parson, 
and then translated the phrase for Mary's un- 
learned comprehension. 

^^ But he has genius^ sir. Master Scrope, who 
has seen great varieties of life in many parts of 
the world, says that Cyrus has true genius/* 

'^ That the lad has a fine and fluent fancy, 
Mary, I cannot deny." 

Mary interrupted the minister with jealous, 
motherly haste. 

** Well, then, Mr. Ford, if he gets a learned 
education, will not that bring his talent, which 
God has given him, to a more profitable use? 

VOL. L F 
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Oemns is not needed to sow com, shear sheep, 
or ploQgh in the furrow* Its work is other tha& 
that — altogether nobler and higher.*^ 

** A young man makes none the worse fanner 
for having a good head-piece," replied the person, 
laconically. 

''That is all very true, sir; but yon do not 
take a finely tempered razor to mow the grass; 
a strong scythe mows it better, and the rasor 
would be spoilt over the coarse work." 

The learned gentleman thought that Mary did 
not reason amiss, considering her opportunities, 
and he paid her an old-fashioned compliment to 
that effect, adding that Cyrus had his best wit 
from her. 

**No, Mr. Ford, no I ^ cried she, eagerly; '* Gy- 
ms has nothing of the Hawthomes about him; 
he might not belong to us, and that is why I 
think more of having a higher way in the world 
opened for him than I do for Robert Robert 
is patient; he takes things more easily than his 
brother; he is happier in his temper and more 
contented. Now, Cyrus chafes already against 
his grandfather's restraint*' 
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^^ Robert is a good boy, and he will grow up 
into a good man. If either of the lads must 
go to Sir Philip Nugent^ I should send him, as 
the one least likely to suffer from the transplanta- 
tion.'' 

'^I am not anxious for Robert, he has never 
given me an uneasy hour since he was bom ; but 
I am anxious for Cyrus." 

^^ The more need, then, to keep him under your 
own watchfiil guardianship." 

'^ I could not keep him long, sir ; it is but a 
few days ago that he said to me, in his thought- 
less way, * Mother, I would rather cast myself 
on the world with a staff and a tramp's wallet, 
than stagnate all the days of my life at Chine- 
lyn.' " 

'^ I am afraid the lad is very far gone in ro- 
mance, indeed," replied the parson, with a shake 
of his reverend head. ^' A staff and a tramp's 
wallet indeed! Master Scrope is not the most 
judicious friend in the world for a boy of his 
temper." 

''And Cyrus thinks he is the best friend he 
has." 

72 
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" The most entertaining perhaps^ with his stories 
of plays and play-actors, but far from the best 
An unsettled character like Master Scrope is never 
a safe companion for youth, but youth, being 
amused, is not likely to regard that. It would 
not astonish or trouble me to hear any day that 
Master Scrope had betaken himself to the staflf 
and the tramp's wallet, but I should be griered 
indeed to find that Cyrus had followed his 
example.** 

" We must not let him feel himself a pri- 
soner then, sir. He will never thrive in 
bonds.** 

" Mary, let the matter lie dormant for a single 
week. Wateh the lad for sjmptoms of revolt; let 
him quietly develope any new ideas the event of 
yesterday may have put into his mind, and be 
guided accordingly,** 

Mary promised that she would. 

'^ It will be at once the wisest and the safest plan. 
I will converse with the boy myself, and inake a 
point of sounding his capabilities and inclinations. 
Tou know, Mary, that young people are apt to 
mistake a fancy for a vocation, and only to dis- 
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cover their blunder when it is too late. If 
Cyras really loathe the idea of being a farmer^ it 
would be wrong to condemn him to a life where 
he could only find his consolation in low and de- 
grading pleasures ; but if he do not, then it seems 
to me more free and independent than any other — 
plenty of leisure to read, plenty of pastoral themes 
to sonnetize about." 

" Ah I sir, you do not understand Cyrus. 
There are thoughts in his mind we none of us 
can sound." 

Perhaps the good clergyman was slightly piqued, 
or perhaps he considered it useless to discuss 
the theme with the partial mother of the young 
genius any longer ; for after a few feeling words 
of advice and comfort, he took his departure, 
desiring that Cyrus and Robert both should come 
up to the Parsonage after morning school on the 
morrow. 

The two boys watched Mr. Ford away, and 
then tliey returned to their mother's room. 
Cyrus was evidently wishful to know what the 
lengthy discussion in their absence had been 
about, but, agreeably to her promise, Mary 
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avoided the subject, and when he came caressing 
round her, as his custom was when he wanted 
to gain anj favour or intelligencei she asked 
him to give her the little red pocket-book that 
she might see what he had been writing lately. 
He complied, and Mary was reading liis composi- 
tion of the day before for only the third time, when 
old Simon Hawthorne's voice was heard calling 
from below — 

** Cyrus, are you in your mother's room? If you 
are, come away with me to the Manor Butts to see 
after the sheep." 

'' I hate this farming worse than ever, mother 1 ^ 
cried the lad, angrily, but at a few quiet words 
from her he went downstairs and joined his grand- 
father. 

She had not been able to deny herself the in- 
dulgence of telling him that perhaps he might ere 
long be delivered from his ignoble destiny, and 
that was a pleasant new cud of reflection for him 
to chew. 
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VI. 



Mr. Ford was an admirable parish priest, mild in 
manner, but in principle unflinching ; not acute in 
discerning the minute traits of character, and not 
deeply versed in the wisdom of this world, but 
eager, imtiring, enthusiastic in his holy calling; 
a man whom everybody loved and most people 
respected — not aU, There were a crafty iew at 
Chinelyn, as elsewhere, who, having imposed on 
his simplicity, despised him for his very virtue of 
unsuspiciousness. He was a Nathanael in whom 
was no guile. His coimtenance was good ; when 
he warmed up in the pulpit, it became noble. His 
wife, herself a most gentle, kindly woman, said 
he was a saint upon earth. Nobody could know 
the parson and his delicate helpmate without being 
the better for it. Even Mark Brett, one of the 
wildest and most incorrigible characters in the 
village, was once heard to say that it was rank 
blasphemy to utter a word that could hurt the 
feelings of Parson Ford and his wife. 
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It was always a pleasure to the Hawthorne boys 
to go tip to the Parsonage, buried alive in trees and 
Hhrubs ; for Mrs. Ford, who had no children of her 
own, liked them and treated them without for- 
mality; claiming little services at their hands 
such as most boys like to render to a pretty, gentle- 
voiced lady. She was busy amongst her flowers 
when they went into the grounds, attired in 
homely gown and still more homely headgear, but 
it was out of the power of unfashionable attire to 
eclipse the sunshine of her looks and ways. As 
soon as she saw the boys she dropped her gar- 
dcn-rake and met them with a hand for each, and 
a smile behind which you scarcely discerned the 
lines physical suffering had drawn upon her face 
or the thickly sown, white hairs in her dark 
braids ; she had a good and happy countenance, 
to which all good hearts warmed naturally. 

" Let me rake that plot for you, Mrs. Ford, will 
you ? ^ said Robert, picking up the garden tool. 

The boys were not aware of any special object 
in their present visit : their mother had told them 
to go up to the Parsonage as they returned from 
school — that was all. 
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'' Yes, Robert, I shall be glad of your help, and 
Cyrus, I mnst show you how beautifully that red 
rose is growing that you nailed up for me over the 
study window ; " and having led him in that di- 
rection the parson's wife rapped on the glass ask- 
ing, " Henry, are you there ? Cyrus and Robert 
Hawthorne are with me ; can you come out ? " and 
forth Mr. Ford issued with a straw hat on his head, 
and a lean stiff-haired terrier, famous against rats, 
at his heels — ^the parson's bams were infested with 
rats, otherwise, I think his natural taste in pets 
would have inclined him to a stately paced black 
cat rather than to this ugly mongrel cur, which, 
however, had honest points of its own not alto- 
gether unworthy of study. 

By degrees the conversation, desultory at first, 
became more serious, and edged away from garden 
fiowers to field grasses, to the springing crops and 
the young stock. The parson had a gentle way of 
leading imperceptibly up to any subject which he 
wished to bring under the consideration of per- 
sons whose views were unknown to him — a way 
which in some men might have seemed Jesuitical, 
but which in him arose out of a simple kindness 
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of lieart ever desiront to avoid oflGoiioe ; and tlius 
the boys were drawn unooiiscioiislj into ox p roM 
ing many fedingv and sentaments which ihejr had 
hitherto only avowed to each other* 

<<Toa on^t to begin to look on agricoltoie 
with great interest now since yon are destined 
to be a farmer^ Cyms/ said Mr. Ford* 

Cyrus coloured and replied emphatically, '^ But 
I never shall be a farmer, sir*** 

''Then we most keep Robert at the Manor 
House,'' said Mrs. Ford. ''Chinelyn cannot 
afford to lose both you young Hawthomes.'' 

''Why do you dislike the idea of being a 
fanner, Cyrus? I should have thought it was 
a quiet, independent sort of existence such as 
would suit your fancy; all poets and romancers 
extol the pastoral life," observed the parson* 

"How many of them lived it, sir?" retorted 
Cyrus. " I think it was often distance that lent 
enchantment to their view." 

" That is the glamour which is deceiving your- 
self with regard to the world, Cyrus. You will 
be glad to return to us some day." 

" Perhaps so, sir. Master Scrope likes country 
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quiet now that he is old, but when he was joniig 
he wandered about and saw many manners and 
manj men. He is very pleasant to listen to, and 
I think he is happier within himself than he would 
have been i^ he had stayed in a rural solitude 
where the human mind rusts for want of use." 

^' You are quoting Master Scrope's own words. 
I think, however, Cyrus, that if he had stayed 
in that rural seclusion he would have escaped 
many a sin, and would have had a clearer con* 
science to repose on in his latter days." 
He is a good old man, Mr. Ford." 
How do you know thaty Cyrus ? From what 
premises do you argue that Master Scrope is a 
good man?" 

He goes to church — ^he reads his BibW 
He goes to church fer decency's sake — ^he 
reads his Bible, but he does not belieye it to be 
the inspired word of God. At best he is but 
a respectable heathen — neither guide nor model 
for you, Cyrus, let him be amusing as he may." 

''How is it, sir, that the people send their 
children to him to be tau^t, he beii^ what you 
say?" asked Robert, suddenly. 
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^^He has kept his opinions to himself; nntil 
very recently I did not suspect them myself; 
ever since I have urged him to resign his office, 
and follow any other employment rather than that ' 
of an instructor of youth." 

^'I am very sorry for poor Master Scrope, 
Henry, and I do hope he will not leave Chinelyn," 
said Mrs. Ford, gently ; " if we are patient and 
pray for him we may be permitted to do him 
good. He was much knocked about when he 
was young, and misfortunes brought him into bad 
company; but there is something very kind and 
genuine about him. He said once, you know, 
that he would be a Christian if he could." 

"Master Scrope is not our question now: let 
us go back to Cyrus," replied Mr. Ford. " What 
do you propose to do if you leave us?" 

" I should like my grandfather to send me to 
school somewhere ; if he will not do that, I mean 
to go to sea." 

" Very explicit I And have you any indepen- 
dent views for yourself, Robert ?" 

"No, I am content to stay at Chinelyn until 
the time comes for me to go to Uncle Joshua at 



^ 
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Walton Minster. I have never thought of any- 
thing else as possible. Perhaps if it had bjeen 
settled at first for me to stay on at the farm I 
might have preferred that to varnish-making, but 
I know grandfather would never hear of any 
change now — besides. Uncle Joshua would be 
offended." 

''And he is a rich man,** added Cyrus, com- 
placently. ''As Robin has no objection, it will 
be a grand provision for him." 

"We shall see you Mayor of Walton some 
day, Robert,'' said Mrs. Ford, with her pleasant 
smile; "but what will become of you, dis- 
contented boy?" she asked, turning to Cyrus, 
who was looking remarkably bright and auda- 
cious* 

" Send me out into the world to seek my for- 
tune I " replied he, laughing. 

"First let us get you armed for the fight; it 
will not do to plunge empty-handed and bare-headed 
into that contest," said the parson's wife. " Let us 
see you put on discretion as well as valour, and 
faith in God as well as trust in yourself. How 
happy he looks, Henry 1 " She had approached the 
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hoy, and laid her fidr fraO band on his sboiilder, 
gazing eameBtly into his beautiftil face. 

'' I think mj mother has some idea in her head 
for me^ for she whispered last night that ere long 
perhaps I might be set free from what she knows 
I dislike^'' replied the boy, blushing confosedly 
when he remembered what the way of that de* 
liverance would probably be. 

^r. Ford made a prirate mental comment on the 
reticence of women in general and of Mary Haw- 
thorne in particular^ and then with a leisurely step 
returned to his study. He had accomplished his 
self-imposed task of sounding Cyrus, and had 
come to the conclusion, that whatever might be- 
&11 him away from Chinelyn, nothing but mischief 
and distress were likely to result from keeping 
him there. 

*^ We can but hope and pray that whatever is, 
may be for the best,^ he soliloquized with pious 
philosophy; ''the matter seems to be ruled and 
directed by a stronger hand than ours.'' 
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VIL 

When Simon Hawthorne was first made ac* 
qnainted wiih Sir Philip Nngent's proposal about 
the hojSy he was extremely angry, and would not 
listen to it; he said he was well able to provide 
for them himself, that their unnatural and wicked 
father had no right oyer them, and should not 
interfere. Mary thought she would have been 
obliged to give the matter up; but there was 
Cyrus urging her on the other hand ; perhaps he 
urged her sometimes a little too vehemently, a 
little too selfishly — ^it was his character. At 
length Mr. Ford, rather against his inclination, 
was persuaded to act as mediator, and the old 
man was then induced to listen to reason. But 
he, like the parson, and fer the same reasons, was 
more inclined to part with Robert than with Cy- 
rus ; besides his preference, if preference he had, 
inclined towards Cyrus rather than his brother; 
and yet another thing — Sir Philip Nugent had said 
that, if any difficulty were raised about giving up 
both the boys to his care, he would choose Robert 
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of the two. Poor Maxy saw that this conclusion 
left the real difficoliy nntoached, and told her 
children that the straightest means of solving it 
was for each to proclaim his own wished. 

Very well," replied Cyrus, readily enough; 

I say, once for all, that I will never be a farmer, 
and that I will not stay in Chinelyn to stagnate a 
single day longer than I can help." 

** And I say," subjoined Robert, " that I will 
remain a Hawthorne as long as I live, and follow 
Uncle Joshua's business as grandfather decided 
long since." 

They were a perverse pair, the old man said, 
and perhaps he might have persisted in bending 
the twigs the way they would not grow, had not 
Mary shown him some of Cyrus's poetical effu- 
sions, and given up a whole evening to the hard 
task of convincing him that the boy's genius was 
a great gift which ought not to be wilfully choked 
by ignorance, or hidden in obscurity. The old 
man had the profoundest contempt for geniuses ; 
there had been one in the family before, and he 
was its greatest disgrace — ^a licentious, wastefiil, 
irreligious profligate — he told his daughter; if 
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Cyrus were going to turn out like him, it was little 
matter when or where he went 

Of course, Mary argued that Cyrus would be 
an honour to them, and never anything else ; he 
had a good heart and good principles, therefore he 
was safe from low temptations, and loving her he 
would never break her heart by forgetting the 
right, and yielding to the wrong. Surely there 
is no love so confident in the fidelity and strength 
of its idol as maternal love I The difficulty was 
at last arranged. Sir Philip Nugent and Mr. Ford 
had exchanged several letters, and had come to au 
arrangement ; nothing remained to be settled but 
the time and manner of Cyrus's departure. That 
also was decided upon ; Sir Philip was with his 
yacht at Cowes ; he would come round to Chinelyn 
about the middle of June, three weeks hence, 
and take him away. Mary received this announce- 
ment with a wonderful degree of self^nunand; 
but there was infinitely more pathos in her silence 
than there could have been in the most obtrusive 
sorrow : she firmly believed that she was acting 
for her darling's good, and in such a view per- 
sonal sacrifice is met with alacrity by a mother. 

VOL. I. a 
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The intenral was one long preparation for the 
parting that was to come, and Cynu made it 
all the harder bj the way in which he followed 
his mother about, and clung to her at eyerj 
instant Even old Simon, who had never feigned 
anj great a£fection for him, was touched, and said, 
** Better change thy mind, Cy r, and stay at home,** 
but mother and son both negatived this pro- 
position. "Well,** added the old man, "if 
thee and thy father fall out, which with ihy tem- 
per is not unlikely, then thee can come back to 



us." 



ts 



Cyr will learn to control his temper for his 
mother's sake, and for his own too,'' replied 
Mary, fondly kissing her darling, and Cyr, full 
of a boy's good resolutions, promised that he 
would. 

Of course, the lad was dispensed from attend- 
ance at school, and Master Scrope saw little of 
him. The old man evidently missed his £Eivourite ; 
he became restless and absent at lessons, and when 
the short holiday for the hay harvest began, his 
cottage was one morning observed to be shut up. 
The key was in the door, the plain old furniture 



THEIR MOTHEB. 83 

was in its place, the clock in ihe comer was 
ticking still, but the cupboard and the book- 
shelves were bare, and ihe schoohnaster was ab* 
sent without leave. 

*' I should have been very sorry if I had not 
been going away myself," said Cyrus ; *' I hope 
the poor old fellow will come to no harm.'' 

Robert regretted the master much more deeply 
than his brother did, and for some days he hoped 
to see him return ; but, the holiday terminated, he 
did not reappear, and Mr. Ford appointed his suc- 
cessor; a decently educated, orthodox-principled 
yoimg man, who would never foster any rustic 
genius, or shock any prejudice whatever. 

On the Sunday evening before Cyms was to 
leave her, Mary said to Robert as they came out 
of the church, ''Robin, go home with your 
grandfather to-»night, and leave me and your 
brother to take our walk alone ; " and they 
turned together through a little wood that skirted 
the churchyard, and so up through the fields and 
over the down* 

Cyrus always remembered how, during that 
last walk with his mother, in the still Sabbath 

Q 2 
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twilight^ thej came to a gate overlooking the 
broken ground that goes down to Winchcombe 
Chine. Before them was the sea^ in summer 
calm, the moon rising faintly over it, the fore- 
ground cast into masses of shadow bj clumps 
of trees and furze ; a few white sheep and some 
cattle feeding amongst them on the short tender 
grass, an old shepherd, with his watch-dog, passing 
down to the farm in the hollow. He had seen 
the same picture in all its details over and oyer 
again, but it was with the faint pure haze in the 
sky, and the Sabbath silence around, and the 
tender melancholy of farewell pervading it all, 
that he bore it in his memory from that hour. 
Perhaps, too, there were his mother's gentle coun- 
sels and gentler pleadings that he would love her 
always; that he would not let time or luxury 
lessen his tenderness for her or for his brother ; 
and, above all, that in days of trial, temptation, and 
sorrow, he would not forget God whom she had 
taught him to love and honour in his childhood. 
When they had talked of all these things, they 
returned home along the top of the cliffs ; Mary 
rather faint and weary, glad even of the support ojf 
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the boy's arm; Cyrus exalted with the sense of 
coming fireedom^ and^ as he interpreted the change, 
of coming happiness. 



VIII. 

A pelting thunder rain dimpled the dark breast 
of the sea, as Mary Hawthorne and her two boys 
made their way through the Chine to the shore. 
Old Simon and Mr. Ford were following silently 
behind — all hearts were very full over ^this part- 
ing. Cyrus held his mother's hand with a con- 
vulsive pressure — ^had he a presentiment that he 
held it for the last time ? that this hurried walk 
under the trees, that shed upon them tear-like 
showers, was the very last in which their footsteps 
would chime so lovingly together? 

Mary did not try to veil her grief under a mask 
of smiles or composure. Ever as they went the 
tears rolled down her cheeks, and Cyrus kept 
saying, in his fresh young voice, half tremulous 
too, 

" Don't cry, mother ; oh, [mother, don't cry so 
sadly 1" 
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Mark Brett and his £atiiev, who saw them paas, 
came down after them upon the shore. The tide 
was loW| bat the boat from the yacht had got 
near in, and two sailors were there waiting* 
About a quarter of a mile out lay the yacht it- 
self, with a solitary figure pacing to and &o upon 
the deck. Nobody, not even Mary, took any 
heed to him. The appearance of the sorrowful 
little group arrested his march, and he stood to 
watch it. It was no mere £uicy of his that he 
heard a woman's wailing voice, loud and uncon- 
trollable ; it was Mary's voice, and its echo awoke 
in his mind a spasm of remorse. When Cyrus 
was in the boat and it was being pushed off into 
deep water by the fisherman, he saw her stretch- 
ing out her hands after it, as if to call him back ; 
but when the rowers bent to their oars and it shot 
swiftly towards the yacht, then her arms dropped. 
The severance was accomplished, and her darling 
gone from her for ever. 

Those on the shore saw Cyrus wave his cap 
as he stepped upon the deck of the yacht ; there 
was something gay and triumphant in the ac- 
tion, and Robert took off his, and waved it in 
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return : then old Simon, then Mr. Ford, did the 
same. 

" Mother, darling, wave your handkerchief that 
Cyr may see you," cried Robert, eagerly; and 
with an effort she obeyed. 

As the elder Brett passed them in going up to 
his home he stopped to speak to Mary, and to 
wish her boy good luck, but Mark went by sul- 
lenly and without a word. Meanwhile the rain 
rained on, and the sea-mist rolling in gra- 
dually wrapped the yacht from their view. Mr. 
Ford and Simon then returned to the village, 
but Mary and Robert still lingered on the 
beach. 

'' If the fog would only lift for a moment that 
I might see him once more ! " sobbed Mary. 

Robert said perhaps it would^ and they would 
wait So they waited, sheltering under the edge 
of a fishing-boat that was drawn up upon the 
sands, until the returning tide flowed nearly to 
iheit feet ; being obliged to move, they then turned 
their slow steps towards the Chine. When they 
had mounted a little way, they paused to look 
bi^; the rain had not ceased, but the atmosphere 
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was clearer. Over the white cliflfs there was no 
storm at alL 

''Mother^ look! there she goes^" exclaimed 
Robert, saddenly, pointing to the yacht, which was 
coming out of the mist with her sails set 

*' And the sunlight just touches her pennon ! 
Oh, Robin, I will have a good hope for your 
brother t " replied Mary, more cheerfully than she 
had spoken for days. 

The curtain of mist held off until the yacht, 
rounding the point, disappeared from their view ; 
then they went wearily home, talking of him that 
was gone with that partial tenderness which in 
absence magnifies every virtue and ignores every 
fault. You would have thought, to hear the 
loving pair, that Cyrus was an angel lent to earth 
for a brief space to accomplish some high and holy 
mission, and then be seen no more. 

'^ If he should ever become a great poet like 
Milton, or a writer of plays like Shakspeare, 
shouldn't we be proud of him then, mother ? " 
says Robert, who has a most enthusiastic and ex- 
alted faith in his brother's capabilities. 

** I hope he will use the talents God has given 
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him for God's service," replies Mary, unconsciously 
quoting Parson Ford. 

^' Of course he would," Robert answered, and 
when the two reached home they were both a 
little comforted. 



IX. 



A great event at the Manor Farm was this 
departure of Cyrus, yet, great as it was, it made 
no cessation in the quiet daily routine of the 
life there lived. Mary wondered sometimes, and 
paused in the midst of some household task to 
inquire of herself, if it were really true that he 
was gone away from her, and that she had given 
him up out of her own hands into his father's for 
ever? 

It was true. For the first week or fortnight 
she supported his absence with what might have 
seemed to some an apathetic indifference, though 
there was in her countenance that painful raising 
of the brow, that lustreless languor about the 
eyes, that grave depression of the lips, which 
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betrajed the constant presence of a repining 
thought Still she went abont her dnties with a 
steady precision; still she interested herself in 
how many ponnds of batter weekly the dairy 
yielded, and what was the daily contribution to 
the milk-pail of Dimple, Dapple, and Soft-eyes, 
her favourite Aldemey cows. The motherly hens 
ran at her call just as cheerftdly as they used 
to run when she was a merry little maiden ; old 
Woodman, her fiither's white pony, followed her 
in the field; and Watch, the fidthful sheep-dog, 
came fawning to her feet as affectionately as 
ever. Nothing of all these things was chai^gedj 
but only Mary hersel£ 

" The sun shines just as brightly and the air 
is as balmy as it used to be,^ she thought, ^ bat 
they do not seem the same to me. The sun does 
not warm me, and the breeze does not strengthen^ 
as they did once. I think it is that I have no 
more hope." 

There was the proud feminine instinct in Mary 
which always tells a woman when her power is 
utterly at an end. There had been, unadmow- 
lodged even to herself, some vague looking 
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towards a fiitaro which might restore to her her 
early love — a reunion however distant — ^forgive- 
ness and peace. But now she knew that the gulf 
between the past and the present would never 
more be closed or bridged over; perhaps^ also^ 
she had divined why. But the disappointment 
brought with it no bitterness — she was above that 
now. She accepted her fieite patiently; plodded 
througk the tame routine of her daily life^ and was 
more than ever thoughtful for Robert and her 
father ; but, even while wishing for their sakes to 
live, the springs of life dried slowly within her, 
under the fever heat of an incurable wound* She 
was assailed by frequent fiuntings, by a deplorable 
weakness, and they increased upon her fast 

'^A creaking gate hangs long, Mary," Mrs. 
Ford one day remarked to her, in proverbial 
reference to her own iUrhealtL ^'I am better 
one day and worse another, but how are you? 
It appears to me that you are not taking care of 
yourself." 

'^ Mrs. Ford, I believe I am dying; I have 
ihoi:^ht so a long time, and now I am sure of it," 
was Mary's quiet reply. 
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''Mary, you shock me I What has pat such 
an idea into your head ? I see no reason for such 
a painfiil fear.'' 

'' It is not so very painful to me ; except for 
my fiither and the boys, it is not painful at all, for 
I am weary of my life I ** 

" Mary, it makes me very sad to hear you speak 
thus ; ** and the good woman clasped Mary's poor 
thin hand in both hers and gazed a£fectionateIy 
into her face. " Talk to me as if I were your 
sister; tell me what you feel; perhaps I can do you 
good." 

*'I do not suffer paini but I have a deadly 
weakness; sometimes it seems as, if I did not 
make an effort and will to live a little longer, 
my eyes would close and my breath go from me 
without a pang." 

** Mary, are you grievmg after Cyrus ? " 

** No, it is not that I think I am more and 
more content every day that he is gone. He is 
happier with his father than here. He says so in 
his letters." 

'^ But I cannot bear to see you give yourself up 
in this way. Dr. Willis must come and talk you 
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out of your fancy. Henry shall send you some of 
his good port-wine^ and you must promise me to 
drink it every day, wiU you ? ** 

Mary promised, but the parson's good port* 
wine put no strength into her frame, and though 
Dr. Willis came and talked to her, he, and not 
she, was the convert The experienced physician 
acknowledged that she was past his skill — ^he could 
not — no earthly medicament could — heal a broken 
heart 

It was of that old disease that Mary Hawthorne 
died. 



X. 



The wind comes sobbing at the lattice of Mary 
Hawthorne's room as the autumn reddens over the 
woods ; she is not in the balcony any more where 
the crimson rose opens its heart to the morning 
sun; she is not in the old nursing chair plying 
her swift needle or readmg her Bible ; she is not 
to and fro in the house with carefril hand and 
thoughtful eye, or in the shady garden tending 
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her flowers. She is not on the steps watching 
to welcome her boys home from school — alas^ 
there are no boys there to welcome any more I 
Mary has departed to the house appomted for all 
living. Her day — its work, pain« and patience—- 
are ended, and she is taking her rest in the 
green graveyard that slopes seaward on Arbon 
Cliffs. 

Upon the headstone is this simple inscription:— 

"MABY HAWTHOENB, 

Died August the Fifth, 1S09, 

Aged Thirty Yean. 

* Blei led are the pure in heart, for thej ihall see Qod,* " 

Occasionally there comes a rough down-looking 
man along the steep lane that skirts the church- 
yard where she lies^ who whispers softly to him- 
self as he stops to look over the fence, '' There 
is poor Mary's grave.'* 

Mark Brett remembers her when they were an 
innocent pair and sat side by side on the same 
bench like little lovers at the dame-schooL Per- 
haps her most enduring memorial is in that man's 
heart 
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The Manor House is yerj strange without her» 
though the same regular course as went on under 
her^ goes on still under a comely presiding house- 
keeper^ who is already in imagination house- 
mistress. Cjrus^ who was summoned to receive 
his mother's blessing, and arrived only in time to 
see her buried, has gone back to his father, and 
even Robert is away to Walton Minster. Tis 
easy to perceive that a new regime has been 
initiated at the Farm, and that the former one is 
past away for ever. Mary's room is shut up, and 
the sunshine hardly enters at the sullied glass, but 
what matter ? None who loved it are there now 
to be hurt by the neglect. Old Simon Hawthorne 
comes of a race of philosophers whom the course of 
time and nature easily consoled. 
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CHAPTER THE THIRD. 

AT MESSRS. HAWTHOENE AND CO*S. 

'' With derotion'f rii age 
And pionf action we do nigar o'er 
The derU himielf/' 



1. 



FiFTT years ago Walton Minster was^ to all 
outward appearance, exactly the same as it is 
to-day, namely, a drowsy little city with a well- 
preserved cathedral church, a large market-place 
having an ancient stone cross in the midst, and 
a network of confused, narrow streets and lanes 
radiating from it The aristocracy of the town 
rallied round about the Minster, where steep gar- 
dens clustered green and shady under its walls, 
hiding from profane view the ecclesiastical re- 
tirement of Dean and Canons and the statelier 
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abodes of a few remnants of old families, who 
still clung to the dim city houses with which their 
names were inseparably blent It was edifying 
to behold these blue-blooded patricians erecting 
their heads above the common herd, and, if their 
monuments spake true, succumbing haughtily to 
the common lot That the Leighs, Nugents, 
Mauleverers, Langdales, Howards, Percys, Fair- 
faxes could die — die, and go to dust like the ple- 
beians who ministered to their base physical needs 
— was a humiliating proof that the great scheme 
of humanity had been formed on democratic prin- 
ciples without any special view to them. There 
are more epitaphs than one left yet upon the 
hoary Minster walls, that seem to protest against 
this levelling conclusion to mortal grandeur at 
which modem sanctity glances aside with phari- 
saical reprehension: these dead men thank God 
from their tombstones that thoy lived virtuous 
lives, were kept in great honour and prosperity, 
and never evened with other sinners until Death 
deplumed them of their distinctions and laid them 
in the dust; and we thank God with our lips 
that we live in such pious times when the dark 

TOL. I. H 
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ages of our ancestors are past, and an illamination 
of private lights is blinking insolently in the eyes, 
of the sun. Which is the better ? — ^this or that 
The darkness, or the Will-o'-the-wisps abroad in 
the daytime ? 

Close beside the market-cross, and giving that 
gray relic a picturesque beauty of light and 
shadow through their bowery branches, were 
three glorious oaks which tradition said were 
older than the town itself-HM}ns indeed of the 
primeval forest thai once clothed all the romantic 
valley of the Oled. The country-folks grouped 
round their enormous boles with their baskets of 
butter and eggs, fruit and vegetables, the old 
women wearing red-hooded cloaks and the young 
ones broad straw hats, made a lively scene under 
their grateful shelter on fine summer Saturdays ; 
these holdings were the high places of the market, 
and thither wended all prudent housewives, secure 
of finding there the best rural produce £«r tfaetr 
money. There was one ancient dame, Kaony 
Brigget, as well known as the Cross itself, who 
never failed to inform new customers — sudb» for 
instance, as a young matron firesh to the town, 
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or a gentleman's recently engaged honsekeepei 
that first and last she had sat under the same 
branch of the same tree every Saturday from ten 
till two for "better than fifty year,** without 
missing once in all that time to anybody's know- 
ledge. 

At one side of the square was the Town Hall^ 
and ranging from it all round the place were the 
dwellings of the more substantial shop-keepers. 
The professional men hung about the purlieus of 
the Minster, neither quite accepted nor quite 
regected of its hereditary denizens, and a few 
old-fashioned respectables still stayed faithfully 
by the obscure and narrow streets where their 
progenitors had lived and laboured. 

Of this latter class were Messrs. Hawlihome and 
Co., the Co. being embodied in the sole person 
of Mr. Reuben- Otley, whose manufacturing pre- 
mises were in the rear of their houses, which 
adjoined each other, and looked out upon one 
of the narrowest, ugliest, dreariest streets in all 
Walton Minster. 

The partners were both bachelors, and both 
elderly men, with each a housekeeper of grave 

H 2 
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repate ; and it was to the home of one^ and the 
careful supervision of both, that Robert Haw- 
thorne found himself transferred in something 
less than a month after his mother's death* The 
change to him from the sweet flowery island to 
the dull .sordid streets of a northern provincial 
town, was great indeed, and it is no exaggeration 
to say that, for a time, he loathed the place and 
all in it The grandeur of the old Minster church 
scarcely impressed him ; he had neither anti- 
quarian nor historical lore to embellish it with 
poeticdl associations, nor an imagination vivid 
enough to realize its past. The bit of the town 
that pleased him most was the market-day bustle 
round the Cross, though, to his unaccustomed ears, 
the harsh voices of the chaffering women were a 
drawback even there. Those who in a foreign 
land have experienced that sad heart-craving 
which we call home-sickness, may imagine what 
Robert Hawthorne felt when he was thus cast 
adrift from all beloved and familiar things, and 
exiled amidst the strange faces and strange ways 
of Walton Minster. He might look forward to 
no return — no pleasant periodical holiday-time; 
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he had changed his country for good and ally 
and belonged henceforward through life till death 
to the firm of Hawthorne and Co. 



II. 



Finding that his young relative was already 
a fair reader, writer, and accountant, Mr. Joshua 
Hawthorne thought it fit to dispense with any 
further schooling, and exalted him at once to 
a stool in the clerk's office, where Robert was 
the youngest amongst six apprentices. A dingy 
place tliis office was, dark by nature, but darker 
still by art ; a thick green curtain being stretched 
across the lower panes of the smoky windows, 
to exclude all view of the street ; a precaution 
against youthful idling which might have been 
safely laid aside, for there was literally nothing to 
be seen, except relays of children making dust- 
heaps or mud-pies, according as the weather per- 
mitted. Upon the walls were stretched two or 
three discoloured maps, and in conspicuous places, 
over the chimney-piece, on the panels of the door. 
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and elsewhere^ were wafered up little dark blue 
papers^ with moral maxims printed on them in 
letters of gold — ^maxims exaltative of honestj, 
diligence, sobriety, discretion, pimctuality, and 
other minor virtues, essential to the success of 
men in trade. To Robert's ingenuous mind these 
maxims sounded beautiful, and ho experienced 
a grave shock when he heard how wittilj the 
apprentice vivacity could parody them ; he was a 
modest lad, fresh from the pure atmosphere of 
home, and blushed at a coarse or irreverent say- 
ing like any girL 

Mr. Reuben Otley, as might be expected from 
a man who ornamented his apprentices' room 
with trite moral sentences, was a person harsh and 
stem in aspect and in practice a rigid disciplinarian. 
He was not so much disliked as he was feared ; a 
glance from his eye was warning enough to any 
dilatory youngster ; he was obeyed at a word, and 
he made it to be understood that his rules were as 
the laws of the Modes and Persians which altered 
not. He was well served, as a matter of course, 
and though the lads in his absence dared to laugh 
at and travesty his wise saws, yet in his presence 
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it was who could be moBt emulous to put them in 
actioii* It was his boast that neyer since he entered 
the firm of Hawthorne and Co. had derk or work- 
man been discharged for dishonesty, idleness, or 
insubordination, and that his apprentices had all 
turned out diligent and successful men of business. 
There was some truth in this. Mr. Reuben Otlej 
understood well the science of government, and im- 
pressed those under him with an assurance that 
the slightest breach of disciplme, truth, or honesty, 
would draw down upon the delinquent the fullest 
weight of his vengeance. One favourite saying of 
his was this : ^^ It is a capital crime against so- 
cial order to pardon the smallest error ;^ and firom 
time to time he would take occasion to deliver a 
sort of warning of judgment to the people in his 
employ, when some event had happened in the 
town sufficiently flagrant to point the moral. 

Mr. Joshua Hawthorne, though nominally the 
head of the firm, took a less active part in the con- 
duct of its business than Mr. Reuben Otiey. He 
was a fine portly old gentleman, with enough re- 
semblance to his elder brother Simon to mark 
their close family relationship ; but commerce with 
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the world had given him a more enlarged mind, 
and a natural benignity of temper made his man- 
ners suave and gracious. Perhaps his watchful 
mildness^ consideration and help^did quite as much 
towards preserving the balance of duty amongst 
their servants as the stricter rule of his co-partner ; 
at all events they liked him better* 

The confidential clerk and overseer of the works, 
Mr. Constant, familiarly styled "Conny," was a 
«mart dapper little personage, soft and slow in 
manner and gently complimentary towards the 
weaker sex, though he had never paid it the 
highest compliment of selecting from its fair files a 
helpmate for life. He was suspected of employing 
his bachelor leisure in the composition of the senti- 
mental verses which embellished the poet's comer 
of the Walton Courant ; and in consequence, some 
of the apprentices, who were of a romantic turn, 
greatly admired and tried to imitate him in 
his dress and graceful airs. Robert Hawthorne 
once showed some of his brother's rhymes to the 
poetical clerk, and had the prime satisfaction of 
learning that he, Conny, thought they would bo 
very pretty, if they were only a little more 
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polished, and llobert^much pleased with approbation 
from such a high quarter, wrote off his opinion 
to Cyrus that very day. I know not whether 
Cyrus appreciated it at its true value ; he had not 
the personal acquaintance of Conny, and perhaps 
failed in discerning what an important personage 
he was in his own community, for Conny was one 
of those eminently successAil men who succeed in 
imposuig their own self-estimate on all with whom 
they come in contact Except amongst adepts, a 
shiniog lacquer has a tolerable chance of passing 
for fine gold. 

Amongst Robert's companions of the desk there 
was a diversity of manners as well as of gifts. 
The three eldest — Rees, Lovat, and Brewster — 
were nearly out of their time; John Otley had 
still three years to serve, and Sancton had but just 
entered on his indentures. Otley, as nephew of 
one of the partners, and his future successor in 
the firm, held himself very loftily ; he was a rather 
weak-minded youth in reality, though his strong 
passions had hitherto been regarded as signs of a 
strong character, and had a most exasperating air of 
condescension and patronage towards his juniors. 
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Robert Hawthorne, during the first week of their 
acquaintance, was irresistibly provoked by his 
assumption to laugh in his face, and then sturdily 
to set his authoriiy aside, an act of rebellion which 
caused Otley to conceive for him a cold, malignant, 
jealous hatred which only lacked c^portunity to 
develope itsel£ George Sancton was a lively, 
good*humoured boy of fourteen, with neither 
much talent nor much love of work, but he was a 
favourite in the office, and enjoyed some privileges 
as being the orphan son of a clerk who had met 
his death accidentally while engaged in the per- 
formance of his duty. George had a sister, 
Dorothea, who was five years older than himself, 
and the pair lived with Miss Kibblewhite, a maiden 
sister of their mother's, who supported herself and 
them by keeping a small tea and coffee shop in the 
market-place. 

One more of Robert's new associates must be 
introduced by name, and then the narrative shall 
proceed* Old Tom Aldin was a man half crippled 
with rheumatism, with ragged white hair and 
beard, and an aspect unsavoury in the extreme: 
the only spark of lightnesa or brightness about 
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him was his eye, which glittered from under a 
shaggy, oyerhanging brow, as keenly as a hawk's. 
He was the most highly paid workman on the 
premises, for it was his office to watch the sim- 
mering of a valoable kind of yamish, and at 
the calminating point to torn it off the fire; a 
minute's neglect or carelessness, and the whole 
brew was spoilt This task was carried on in a 
small walled conrt, half roofed over, where he 
sat by the seething pot, silently moving his lips 
and watching the dark mass like some ancient 
alchemist muttering his spells, and waiting for 
the grand projection, which was to confer upon 
him the Midas gift of turning base things into 
gold. Tom was unpopular, and deservedly so, 
for he was a most surly old fellow, though an 
invaluable servant; but even in that rude block 
there was a vein of true humanity : he had 
tamed a number of song thrushes to come and 
hop about the stifling little yard, and all round 
it he had constructed narrow borders where the 
flowers flourished marvellously, considering their 
atmosphere. He it was who showed to Robert 
on his first arrival all the machinery and store- 



108 AGAINST WIND AND TIDE. 

houses, and expatiated magnificently on the value 
of the business ; he told him from what distant 
lands came this or that ingredient used in the 
manufactory, and almost impressed him with an 
idea that the world might cease to go round if 
a stoppage happened to Hawthorne and Co. 

Some people regarded Tom Aldin as a sort 
of fossil curiosity, for he had begun to watch 
the varnish pot when he was quite a young man, 
and he was now so old that Mr. Reuben Odey 
was daily on the look-out for an opportunity of 
superseding him and giving him a retiring pen- 
sion. Aldin had discovered this, and it was a 
rare amusement to the bystanders to watch the 
cunning game of fence that was carrying on 
between them ; Mr. Reuben Otley being anxious 
to displace a faithful old servant whom he con- 
sidered superannuated, and old Tom being utterly 
determined only to resign his charge over the 
pot when he resigned his life or his senses. 
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III. 



Mr. Joshua Hawthorne's housekeeper took^ at 
firsts an enthusiastic liking to Robert, and so did 
he to her, but this pleasant state of things was not 
destined to be of any long continuance. Mrs. 
Eliotson was on a footing of equality with her 
master, presided at his table, and regulated his 
domestic expenses with sovereign sway ; she had 
held her post for seven and twenty years, and was 
not likely to brook with equanimity a rival near 
the throne ; such a rival she presently conceived 
Robert was inclined to be. 

To a casual observer her face was extremely 
prepossessing, from its delicate softness of tint, 
the silvery braids of hair that shaded and the clear 
snowy borders that surrounded it ; but on nearer 
study, the square strong jaw, the close thin-lipped 
mouth, the steel blue eye, hard and implacable, 
suggested a cruel, perhaps a vindictive temper. 
She was crafty, fond of rule, invincibly obstinate, 
and full of pious professions ; the name of reh'gion 
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was for ever on her lips^ but it was in her practice 
never. She did not belong to the Society of 
Friends, though she had adopted their dress — 
adopted it, perhaps, because it was so respectable. 
She possessed a small library of medical books, 
left to her by her deceased husband, upon which 
she founded a claim to be regarded in her private 
circle as an authority on all subjects connected 
with the healing art, whether as applied to body 
or mind ; especially, she was great upon insanity, 
which she asserted to be in most cases a mere 
fimtastical assumption on the part of the patients, 
and out of which they deserved to be coerced by 
even severe discipline than was the common prac- 
tice at this date. Add to this that her master 
ONQsidered her the treasure of her sex — a jewel 
of goodness, piety, amiability, and order — and an 
idea of her power and importance in his bachelor 
household may be &inily conceived; also it may 
be conceived that young Robert Hawthorne was 
in evil case when she elected herself as his enemy, 
not his open enemy, but his bitter concealed 
foe. Hatred, like a rank weed, grows fast in a 
carrupt heart, and in hers its fruitage soon ripened 
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into a determination to oust Robert from his 
place in his uncle's favour and liking before he 
was 80 firmly rooted there as to make the task 
one of difficulty ; and having a keen natural taste 
£ar intrigue, she entered upon her undermining 
persecutions with a secret and stealthy enjoyment 

Robert was no matdi for her astuteness ; being 
one of the most frank, straightforward disposi- 
tions in the world himself, he was never suspicious 
of others, and fell innocently into many a snare 
which she laid warily fer his incautious feet She 
contrived that he should frequently txansgress, or 
seem to transgress, first one, and then another of 
his uncle's household regulations; and when he 
was clear of all ofience, she tried to poison the old 
man's mind against him, by insinuating that he 
was sly, and deceived ihem both. 

It was some time befi>re Robert saw what in- 
fluence was working so stealthily against him, but 
gradually he perceived that his uncle's earlier kind- 
ness tailed, that he was restricted of his liberty, 
watohed and blamed when he was in no feult 
So £ur, however, was he from tracing the disagree- 
able change to Mrs. Eliotson that he actually con« 
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suited her as to what he should do and what avoid 
to give satisfaction. 

The housekeeper repaid his confidence by telling 
her master that his nephew had been complain- 
ing to her of him, and Robert got, In consequence, 
a severe reproof for his ingratitude. 

"Pussy is not fond of you," said George 
Sancton to him, using significantly the name 
which the apprentices had conferred on the house- 
keeper. ''She is making mouse of you, I can 
see." Robert demanded explanation. '' She has 
made mouse of many people before now," an- 
swered the sagacious youth; ''which means, that 
she has clawed and bemauled them until she 
was tired of the game, and then scrunched them 
up skin and bone. If you don't believe me, ask 
Tom Aldin — ^he knows her." 

Robert did not think fit to do anything of the 
kind, but having got the clue, he was not long 
at a loss to trace whence issued the paltry per- 
secutions and annoyances to which he was sub- 
jected ; and no sooner had he ascertained, beyond 
a doubt, that it was Mrs. Eliotson who did him 
constant disservice with her master, than he 
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forthwith challenged her to give him the reason 
why. 

"What cause have you for trying to set my 
uncle against me, as I see you are doing, Mrs. 
Eliotson ? " he asked, boldly. 

" Set your uncle against you, Robert Haw- 
thorne ! You are under a delusion of the devil I " 
exclaimed she, flusliing all over her calm, pale 
face. " Take care — take care of his wicked sug- 
. gestions, or it will be the worse for you, both 
temporally and eternally ! " She lifted a menacing 
finger, and looked very much as if she intended 
that it should be the worse for him — ^temporally, 
at least. 

For a moment the singular change that passion 
operated in her features literally fascinated Ro- 
bert's gaze ; all the hateful power and malignancy 
of her nature frowned upon him from her bale- 
ful eyes. It was a declaration of war — which 
would win? Envy, jealousy, hatred, malice, 
and uncharitableness, officered by craft and skill, 
or simplicity, innocence, and high metal, led 
by their impetuous captains, youth and in- 
experience ? There is no struggle more often 

VOL. I. I 
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renewed in our world than this, and none where 
we have greater need to cry, ''God defend the 
Right I" 



IV. 



For several weeks there had been a heaviness 
in the moral atnuMphere at Messrs. Hawthorne 
and Co's. Everybody about the premises was 
more or less sensitive to its oppression^ but none 
could conjecture in what quarter the storm was 
likely to burst Both the partners, but especially 
Mr. Joshua Hawthorne, became of a sudden 
watchful and suspicious ; the apprentices, the 
workmen, even Conny himself, found themselves 
under a perpetual surveillance. John Otley who, 
more than any other, was supposed to be in 
the secrets of the firm, manifested all this time 
an impatient restlessness which was not habitual 
to him. His visage, sallow and lean through pre- 
mature dissipation, became anxious and fevered; 
and for the first occasion within anybody's re« 
membrance, he was observed to be civil to his 
fellow apprentices, and to bear liimself with al- 
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most abject humility towards old Tom Aldin. 
Speculation was rife in the office. Could the 
firm have experienced losses ? Had the two heads 
quarrelled ? Was it that John Otley, who looked 
so palpably wretched, was again teasing his uncle 
for leave to enter the army and be a gentleman 
at his expense, as the ambitious youth had been 
refused permission to do before? Or was Tom 
Aldin to be removed at last in spite of a threat 
to drown himself? No: Tom sat in the yard 
watching his brew and muttering to himself, but 
less disturbed than anybody. The old man was 
a spy both with eye and ear, and perhaps he 
was the only person who really knew what was 
preparing. 

The doud which now overshadowed the entire 
hori^m had been, at first, a mere sign in the sky. 

Early one morning Mr. Reuben Otley sought 
his partner with a vexed, mysterious face, say* 
ing— 

" Hawthorne, there is something going wrong ; 
we have got a thief amongst us, or I am very 
much mistaken." 

** Indeed I I am sorry to hear that. Whom 

I 2 
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do you suspect ? ** cried the old gentleman^ rising 
flurried from liis half- finished breakfast, while 
Mrs. Eliotson stirred her tea composedly, and 
begged her master not to agitate himself, lest 
he should bring on an attack of goui 

"I have not the slightest idea who is the culprit, 
but let me tell you what has happened. About 
ten days since I found fthe desk in our room 
where we keep the bag with the men's wages open. 
The key had been turned in the lock without 
the lid having been closed down; I thought it 
was a carelessness of my own, and never men- 
tioned it, for nothing appeared to have been 
disarranged, and there was no cause for sus- 
picion. I, however, took special notice that the 
same accident did not occur again from my neg- 
ligence — the desk docs not shut readily, for the 
hinges seem to have had a strain, but the lock it- 
self very easy. Imagine, then, my surprise this 
morning, when I found it open once more, and 
not only open, but the bag robbed of seven 
guineas, and then studiously retied, and laid 
where I left it Nothing else had been dis- 
turbed. Now can you suggest who is the 
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thief? Who has access to that room besides our- 
selves ? " 

**Only Mr. Constant," replied Mr. Joshua 
Hawthorne, with a puzzled, reflective air. 

" Only Mr. Hawthorne, Mr. Otley, and Mr. 
Constant," chimed in Mrs. Eliotson, " only those 
three by right, but I have seen John and Robert 
go in and out repeatedly. I saw Robert there 
no later ago than yesterday." She paused, and 
as her suggestion was not taken hold of as she 
perhaps anticipated it would be, she added : '^ But, 
of course, they would not touch anything. Your 
nephew we know so well, Mr. Otley, and as 
for Robert, though he is a deep boy, still I 
could scarcely prevail upon myself to believe " 

^^ Let us have the boys in at once, and question 
them," interrupted Mr. Hawthorne, impatiently. 

*^ You are so impetuous, my dear master I you 
do not suppose that the individual who stole the 
money would confess it for the mere asking, do 
you ? " said the housekeeper, with bland irony. 

^^ Confession and punishment are what he will 
have to come to, madam I " returned Mr. Reuben 
Otley, brusquely. 
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Puasj was Tcrjr obooxioaB lo him; lie woull 
rather hare had Aer prDved the thief and pot 
out of the way Ihan anybody dse, lor he lived 
in daily dread of her inflnencing his goileiess 
partner in some weak moment to many ha. 

^Tme, sir, tme ! ^ said she, with nnprovokahle 
cahn; ^hnt to hring him thereto yoa nrast 
temporize and watdi. He is Teaty sly.** 

^ Who is very sly ? ^ demanded Mr. Joshua 
Hawthomey sharpy. 

^ The tfaie^ sir^ whoever he may he,^ replied 
the housekeeper, with prompt eTamveneas. She 
had distilled her drop of subtle Tenom and let 
it &11 ; she would trust to tune and chance fi>r 
its corrosive working in her master's mind: against 
his better reason^ it already tainted Robert in 
his thou^lits ; and even clear-sighted Mr. Reuben 
Otley £elt himself insensibly prejudiced against 
the lad by what she had so cautiously innnii- 
atel 
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V. 



The two partners sought old Tom Aldin in his 
shed, and told him what had happened. Tom 
was longer in the firm than either of them, and 
was the safest person to take into their confi- 
dence. 

" A thief in the house of Hawthorne and Go. I 
That's something new," said he, without lifting his 
eyes from the pot, '^ trust him to me, my masters, 
and I'll ferret him out I'll tackle him I " 

^'You might leave the yard and loiter about 
seeing after, the men, and Slater could attend to 
your work meantime," suggested Mr. Reuben 
Otley, who saw here a fine opportunity for dis- 
placing the old man without hurting his feelings. 
But Tom was too deep for him. 

^^ Thank you kindly, master, aU the same, but 
I couldn't take to loitering at my time of life ; 
I must work till I drop," said he, with a wily 
grin. ^^ Besides, if I'm to catch a thief I mufit 
not advertise mysel' as on the spy for him." 

Mr. Reuben Otley reluctantly acquiesced, and 
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from that moment began Tom's surveillance, 
which, cloak it as he would, soon became patent 
to every one employed on the premises. 

Mrs. Eliotson, with the natural inquisitiveness 
of her sex and order, often paid him a visit in 
the yard and probed him conversationally to find 
out what he had discovered ; but Tom was more 
than a match for the housekeeper, and kept his 
own counsel. She suggested to him with an 
over-cautiousness that defeated itself, what she 
had previously tried to suggest to the partners 
about Robert. Tom appeared to swallow the 
bait avidly, but the next time she came to him 
he said, malicioasly — 

**You were a little bit suspicious about old 
master's nephew, Mrs. Eliotson, t' other day, so 
ni set your good heart at rest. Whoever the 
thief w it UnH young Robert Hawthorne." 

**Well, I am glad to hear thaty for I frankly 
confess that I had my suspicions about him," 
replied she, with an ingenuous air, but with real 
disappointment at her heart "You see, Tom, 
he came amongst us quite a stranger, none of us 
knowing anything about him." 
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" I see a vast o* things, ma'am, and very kind 
of you it was to blacken the lad to tlie only friend 
he'd got — very kind indeed, ma'am, and just like 
you. When I saw old master looking so miser- 
able, I knew who had been comforting him. 
Have you found out them words in your Bible 
about the folks whose buttery words is very 
swords ? It's a fine saying yon — ^you should get 
it by heart, ma'am." 

** You are disposed to be witty, Tom. When 
are we to lose your valuable services — on Satur- 
day, is it not ? " retorted she, with smiling 
spite. 

" No, ma'am, I can't be spared yet ; I maybe 
should have gone afore this if I had not had such 
a friend at court as yourself, but now there's a 
real delicate piece of work to do, Tom Aldin 's 
found to be the lightest hand for it Please to 
clear out of this, ma'am, you're in the way." 

Tom's brew was at its climax, and he had no 
more talking time to bestow upon the house- 
keeper ; so she picked a few of his finest flowers, 
and then returned towards her own domains. 
On the way she encountered Robert going in- 
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doors on a message from Iiis uncle; the lad 
looked blithe and good-faomonred enough^ but at 
ihe sight of him such a spasm of fury and dis- 
appointment came over her that she would have 
liked to spit in lus fece. It was an immense 
efiixrt of self-control on her part to pass him 
smiling and without a word. 



VI. 



Mrs. ESiotson had never sincerely thonght that 
Robert Hawthorne was the thief^ but her jealous 
hatred had insidiously tempted her to hope that 
he fnight be. So ftr had she suffered the desire 
of her heart to carry her imagination that in 
fimcy she had seen him proved guilty and igno- 
miniously exchanging the shelter of his uncle's 
house for a prison. Tom Aldin's assurance to 
her of his innocence was^ therefore^ about the 
most aggravating piece of intelligence that she 
could have received at the moment ; she went into 
her parlour ehe wing the bitter cud and ruminating 
on it very wrathfnlly. 
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If I Gonld preach as Deborah Eliotson preached^ 
with fluency and force of metaphor, I should say 
that the devil went into the parlour with her, sat 
down and held a long conyersation touching her 
dislike to Robert Hawthorne and her justifiable- 
ness in taking all and eyery means of getting him 
out of her way. I should say that he put such and 
such base thoughts into her mind, and clinched them 
all by showing how it only depended on her own 
craft and unscrupulousness to make the boy seem 
as guilty as she desired. Then I should take up the 
moral tone and show picturesquely the results of 
hearkening to his subtle whispers, and the almost 
impossibility of escaping from his delusions when 
we haye once yoluntarily yielded to them. But 
the fact is, that I am afraid to take his nam^ in 
yain, or to treat him with such familiarity as she 
dared to do : indeed, she spoke of him so often 
that Tom Aldin said he was quite certain she did 
not belieye in him, or if she belieyed in him, it 
was only as grown-up folks belieye in the bogles 
which frighten their childhood, but were now 
found out to be myths. 

^' Qet some money out of the bag and hide it in 
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Robert Hawthorne's box; get some money out of 
the bag and hide it in Robert Hawthorne's box; 
get Bome money out of the bag and hide it in Robert 
IlawtJiome^B boa,' said some secret voice, wliich 
made her first feel rather chill and then very hot. 
** Do it to-night, do it to-night, do it Uhnight^^ It 
kept on growing loader at every repetition ; and 
at last she put away her respectable work and 
answered impatiently — 

"Yes, yes. 111 do it to-night," in a flurried, 
suspicious way. 

She sat in her chair doing nothing for nearly 
an hour after that. At first there was a dis- 
agreeable quivering in her flesh and a tendency to 
glance round and round the room with unsteady 
eye and knitted brow, but presently she regained 
her composure, and dozed oflf with folded white 
hands lying innocently upon her apron. Was it the 
devil, I wonder, who had suggested such a pretty 
bit of wicked work for them to do by and by ? 
She did not slumber easily; her lips went, and 
a sort of twittering convulsion distorted the mus- 
cles of her face : it was singular what a stealthy, 
disagreeable expression there wns on her uncon- 
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scious countenance^ which when awake and watch- 
ful was so placid and benign. When she woke up 
it was to see Robert Hawthorne standing opposite 
to her^ and regarding her witli a puzzled stedfast- 
ness. Her first impulse was to order him away, 
but her habitual caution coming to her aid, she 
only stroked her hands, yawned, said something 
about being overtaken by drowsiness in the warm 
weather, and then took up a pious book and began 
to read. After a few minutes of this edifying 
exercise, she looked up from the consolatory page, 
and asked Robert if he wanted anything parti- 
cular that he stayed' loitering about there in 
office hours. 

*^ I want to ask my uncle to let me go home 
with George Sancton to tea, I thought I 
should find my uncle here," was the lad's reply. 

** Oh I I can give you permission to go home 
with George Sancton. I will tell your uncle 
where you are gone, so you need not wait for his 
coming in: he went up the town, and may be 
some time away," said the housekeeper; and as 
Robert, pleased at his holiday evening, went out 
of the room, she laughed to herself in a satisfied 
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way and whispered^ perhaps to the ear of her 
fiuniliar devil — " Well, surely nothing conid have 
hq>pened more opportonelj ! " 



VIL 

Never had Mistress Deborah E^otson talked in 
a more edifyingly pioos and moral tone than she 
talked that night when her master brought in 
Mr. Reuben Otley to eat his muffin at her tea^ 
table ; and never had credulous^ kindly old Joshua 
Hawthorne felt more fiiUy persuaded that she was 
at once the most admirable^ the most excellent, and 
the cleverest of women. 

As if her friend, the found-out sham, had done 
his best to make his choice bit of work easy to her 
hand, it happened that after tea her master sent 
her with his keys into his room, adjoining the 
office, as he had done many a time before, to fetch 
in a new pamphlet which he had bought for her 
perusal and left in the desk. These were the days 
of pamphlets and pamphleteers : Deborah Eliotson 
took an immense interest in these ephemeral pro- 
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ductions, and the more scurriloiisly violent they 
were against existing dignities the better she liked 
them* 

Both clerks and apprentices were gone, and 
the o£Bice was as silent as the grave ; nevertheless, 
Mrs. Deborah's heart beat fast, and her ear listened 
su^icionsly towards the door as she fitted the key 
into the lock of the desk ; in a moment it was 
turned, the lid was raised, the bag lifted out and 
untied, and a handM of mixed gold and silver 
clutched and slipped into her capacious pocket. 
She did not stay to redose the bag, but snatching 
up the pamphlet, she locked the desk and rushed 
hastily back into the house, quite unconscious of 
the silent ecstasies of delight which were half 
strangling old Tom Aldin as he watched her 
through a broken pane of the smoke and dust 
darkened skylight 

Every night for three weeks back had the per^ 
severing spy taken his airy exercise upon the roof — 
this day with signal success. He had discovered 
that there were two thieves in the employ of 
Messrs. Hawthorne and Co., and to have found 
out that Pussy, hia favourite aversion, was one of 
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them, almost exalted him out of his discretion. 
He would have richly enjoyed pouncing upon 
her there and then, but he had acquired a keen 
relish for his office of detective, and having an 
intuitive certainty that she would carry on her 
nefarious operations in superior style, his profes- 
sional curiosity was excited to study them. In- 
stead, therefore, of immediately communicating 
with his master and reaping his deserved crop of 
glories, he stayed watching until night-fall, and 
then chuckled his way to bed; revelling in the 
anticipation of how he would slow-torture Pussy 
on the morrow if he got the chance. 

When Mrs. Eliotson reappeared in the parlour 
with her pamphlet, she looked rather flushed and 
out of breath ; she had made a rapid journey to 
the top of the house, and poured the contents of 
her pocket into Robert Hawthorne's box, and 
covered the money with some of poor Mary's 
linen that she had made for her boy. The two 
old gentlemen noticed the flurry of her manner, 
and Mr. Joshua said, in his careful comfortable 
way— 

" Why don't you use young Betsy's feet to run 
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upstairs^ Mrs. Eliotson? You and I ought to 
begin to save ourselves — ^we are not so active as 
we have been." 

**I have not been upstairs, sir," replied she, 
without hesitation, and then opened the pamphlet 
and began to read. 

The partners were talking about the first theft 
from the money bag, and saying that it had not 
been repeated. She listened intently. 

**Tom Aldin is very close, but I believe he 
has got an inkling of the culprit at last," said 
Mr. Reuben Otley. '* He will be certain, however, 
before he speaks. He gave me a hint to-day^ 
and asked if I was still as intent on punish- 
ing the thief. I told him 'Yes,' if it was my 
own brother's son he should not escape; so he 
said — 

''Then have patience, master, just a little bit 
longer, or you will spoil all. I'm next to sure 
I know him, and as soon as I can put my finger 
on him for certain I'll do it. Tom is to be 
trusted." 

" Yes, yes, Tom is to be trusted, Tom is to be 
trusted," replied Mr. Joshua Hawthorne, uneasily, 

VOL. I. K 
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^'but the suspense makes me wretched^ I'd part 
with all I possess, rather than it should turn out 
to be poor Mary's boy." 

'^ I suppose the young men's desks have been 
subjected to search ? " said Mrs. Eliotson, in a 
casual manner, and without lifting her eyes from 
her book* 

^' Yes, but nothing suspicious was found in any. 
They all submitted to it with perfect frankness, 
disagreeable as the ordeal must have been to the 
honest high-spirited young fellows. I assure you 
I was ashamed to hare to propose such a course," 
replied Mr. Joshua Hawthorne. 

''The thief would most likdy convey his spoils 
home, and hide them there," again suggested the 
housekeeper's meek tones. Her master fidgeted 
about on his seat, and Mr. Reuben Otley kept 
the velvet-pawed Pussy under his eye. 

'' She knows something," thought he. 

''Where is Robert gone? it seems as if he 
avoided me," said the elder partner; and Mrs. 
Eliotson answered that he had gone home with 
George Sancton to drink tea. 

A long and painful pause ensued, which was 
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broken by Mr. Joshua Hawthorne saying hoarsely, 
while his fine old face qniyered with pain — 

" Whether rightly or wrongly, there is amongst 
ns three a feding of suspicion against my poor 
yonng nephew; he is oat of the way: suppose, 
Mrs* ESiotson, you go and examine his room — if 
he is gnilty, there may be found tokens of it.** 

He could not say any more, and the house- 
keeper, with what seemed even to Mr. Reuben 
Otley an unfeeling alacrity, departed on her 
mission. The two partners sat silent until her 
return, which was very speedy; they that hide 
can find ; and ere she had been gone five minutes, 
she reappeared with her apron gathered up in 
her hand, and the miscellaneous coin which she 
had taken from the bag, and deposited in the box, 
rattling as she walked. With a grievously solemn 
countenance she poured it upon the table, and 
said: 

^'I foiuid all that thrown loosely in amongst 
Robert Hawthorne's clothes — of course, I do not 
know what money of his own he had, but perhaps 
you do ? " appealing to her master. 

The old gentleman said that to his knowledge the 
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lad had litde or none^ and meanwhile Mr. Reuben 
Otlej was narrowly examining piece after piece 
of the coin. At last he ceased his examination, 
and replied to his partner^s questioning look : 

'^ I am afraid the case is but too dear against 
him, there are several of the pieces of marked 
money that I pat into the bag last Satnrdaj." 

'^Well, I would not have credited it on anj 
evidence less clear ! " tremulously exclaimed old 
Joshua Hawthorne. ^'I should have said that 
truth and honesty were inscribed upon his coun- 
tenance." 

** Appearances are deceitfdl," quoted Mr. Reu- 
ben Otiej from one of the blue and gilt papers 
on the office walls. 

Pussy looked on, so demure and so pious, 
joying stealthily the success of her intrigue, 
but she had not the supreme satisfSsu^tion of hear- 
ing at once how the firm intended to act ; for after 
a few sentences of surprise, regret, and very 
natural indignation, her master and his partner 
went away together, the former turning round 
at the door to say, ^'Mrs. Eliotson, you wiU 
oblige us by not letting anything that has been 
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this evening discovered transpire. You will not 
speak to Robert about it if you please." 

The housekeeper acquiesced^ and when she was 
left alone^ she betook herself to her pamphlets 
with that sense of ease and repose which follows 
on the accomplishment of an arduous and danger- 
ous task. 



VIIL 

The following day at a quarter before noon the 
great bell which warned the men at Messrs. Haw- 
thorne and Co.'s to begin and leave off work, re- 
sounded through house, yard, and shops, and as 
previously concerted, every man and boy em- 
ployed on the premises repaired to the private 
room of the head of the firm, each respectfully 
do£Sng his cap as he entered the presence of his 
masters. Old Tom Aldin came last, wearing a 
most sullen and aggrieved countenance, but his 
eyes brightened with a gay malignancy as he 
perceived Pussy, sleek of visage, and purring 
delightedly over the anticipated disgrace of her 
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rivaL He gave her a queer ^ance and a nod 
imperceptible except to herself, which made her 
colour waver a. little and her pulse beat many- 
degrees faster; but she immediately recovered her- 
self and hurled him hack a defiant stare, which 
only caused him to drop his chin upon his breast 
and laugh inaudibly. That gesture of his gave 
her a feeling of deadly sickness, and if an evil 
wish could have killed, Tom Aldin would at that 
moment have become the victim of an apoplectic 
seizure, and would never have spoken word more. 

Mr. Reuben Otley had possession of the desk, 
and was evidently to be the spokesman of the 
assembly; for his elder partner sat in the great 
chair looking enfeebled and prostrate, and deaf 
even to the dulcet whispers of Pussy. Robert 
was grieved to see his uncle so ill. When he 
went near to inquire why it was, the old man 
waved him back impatiently, and averted his 
face, while the housekeeper launched at him a 
glance of the direst contempt. 

*^ Are we all here ?" began Mr. Reuben Otley, 
glancing from under his heavy black brows at 
the various expressions of wonderment and im- 



AT MESSBS. HAWTHORNE AND CO.'S. 135 

pati^ice depicted on the lines of &ces before him. 
* ' Are we all here ? ** 

'^ Tes, sir, al V replied Conny, who had sSianitly 
checked off upon a list each individual as he 
entered the ro(»n. Mr. Reuben Otley cleared 
his sonorous voice, and recommenced — 

"You are gathered for a solemn purpose— an 
event has occurred, a crime has been committed 
under this roof such as has never before taken 
place since I became a partner in the firm of Haw- 
thorne and Co. Men, we have a thief amongst us.'' 

There was a pause of awful silence during 
which any one might have heacd a pin £dL Some 
of the workpeople glanced aside at their neigh- 
bours, but there was no token of guilty alarm 
amongst them; only Robert Hawthorne stood a 
little in advance of the first rank, his colour raised 
and eyes dilated at the sudd^oi and to his mind 
terrible announcement. Poor old Joshua Haw- 
thorne stretched oiit his limbs as if he were endur- j 
ing tortures, and breathed audibly, while Pussy 
patted his arm . to soothe him, looking herself all 
the while as benign and innocent as a cherub. 

Mr. Reuben Odey went on. **Yes, I repeat 
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it — ^we have a thief amongst us^but he is hnoum — 
he is KNOVN.'' A slight rustle in the rear of the 
crowds and a suppressed murmnr of satb&ction, 
foUowed this declaration. '^You are all aware 
of onr nde — ^you all understand our principle — 
it is justice that one diseased sheep should perish 
rather than the whole flock should incur the 
risk of becoming tainted. Our house must be 
purged of the knave instantly, but in deference 
to the urgent representations of my partner, who 
pleads the offender's youth, I have consented to 
this. If he choose to stand forth now in the 
presence of you aU, whom his misconduct might 
have brought under suspicion, and confess his 
guilt, he shall be permitted to leave us, unpun- 
ished save by a sound horse-whipping from our 
carter; but if he will fioi — ^he must abide the 
awful consequences of being delivered up into 
the hands of the law. Mr. Joshua Hawthorne, 
I speak your determination as well as my own, 
do I not?** 

"Yes, yes,** replied the old man, with a mi- 
serable glance towards Robert, who began to no- 
tice Pussy's watchfril eye upon himself as if she 
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were^ indeed, to use George Sancton's expressive 
phrase, 'making mouse of him/ and enjoying the 
process intensely. 

''We give him five minutes to make up his 
mind. Jem Driver, you have brought your horse- 
whip as you were bidden to do ?" added Mr. Reu- 
ben Otley, like the awful voice of fate, as he took 
out his big silver watch and laid it on the desk 
between himself and his partner. For the space 
of three minutes there was a dead silence ; then 
&om a remote comer of the room where John 
Otley had hidden himself there spoke a hoarse 
whining voice— 

" Uncle Reuben, if you will only forgive me this 
once I promise faithfully' never to touch the money 
bag again ; " and the culprit slowly trailed himself 
into the open space before his petrified relative as 
the ranks of the men fell apart to let him pass. 

Both the partners seemed struck dumb, and 
Mr. Reuben Otley glared at his nephew with start- 
ing stony eyes. It was several minutes before he 
found a voice to speak, and when he could utter 
at last, all he said was, *' What I are there two of 
you ? Are you a thief, John ? ** 
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The lad, quaking and looking every inch a 
mean dastard, began to cry and ezciue himselE 

<' No, master, there's not two of 'em," interposed 
Tom Aldin, gmffly. ^* The other did not put the 
money where it was fomid." 

By this time Mr. Reuben Otley had recovered 
himself from his paralysis of surprise and worked 
himself into a passion. 

*^ You base knave I " cried he, in a tremUsng 
tone ; '^ did you try to screen yourself by impli- 
cating another? I will not listen to a word. You 
are my dear dead brother's son, but you shall not 
escape. Jem Driver, do what I bade you ! Use a 
vigorous arm ; don't spare him I " And flinging 
open the door into the yard which adjoined ihe 
office, he drove his nephew forth, crying and 
entreating until the willing aj^plication of the 
whip changed his whine into a most dolorous 
howl. 

Nobody lifted up a word for the thief; indeed 
one or two showed signs of enjoying his punish* 
ment until they saw the uncontrollable agonized 
working of his uncle's face. Every lash cut fiur 
deeper into his proud old heart than it did into the 
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culprit's flesh : it was terrible ta see a man of liis 
strong, hard character so moved. Indeed, he was 
stung in those feelings where he was most ten- 
der — in his love for his only relative, a lad who 
ought to have been bound to him by every senti- 
meut of gratitude and affection, and in his public 
and often boasted reputation of a moral guardian to 
the young men under his care. The latter wound 
was, perhaps, the sorer of the two. Mr. Joshua 
Hawthorne was even more visibly stirred than his 
partner, and Pussy was as white as the well- 
starched kerchief folded over her bosom. The 
internal condition of that bosom was by no means 
to be envied, stabbed as it was metaphorically 
by old Tom Aldin's significant glances. She felt 
sure that by some means or other he had witnessed 
her feat of the night before, and she writhed justly 
under his power of exposing her. 

Jem Driver's arm must have ached before he 
was bidden to cease the merited punishment, and 
John Otley, bruised and sore, was permitted to 
slink out of sight. Mr. Joshua Hawthorne then 
took his partner's arm and led him away in silence, 
though neither of them could forbear looking 
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after the whipped hound mtfa a yearning of pity. 
They had grown into a habit of liking him^ of 
boasting of his cleverness^ and of regarding him 
as one of their successors in the firm; and his 
nncle^ so to speak; never held up his head as 
proudly or was quite himself again after this dis- 
grace. Pussy followed her master, scarcely able 
to realize that the morning's play was played out; 
but at the doorway she glanced stealthily back 
towards Tom Aldin, who was talking to Robert, 
and the shrewd malicious old fellow looked at her 
in return so blankly, that she could if she liked 
delude herself into the belief that her first fear 
was unfounded, and that he, like others who had 
been told of the discovery in Robert's box, would 
imagine that John Otley had conveyed the money 
there, when detection was at hand, to screen him- 
self. 

Tom was not troubled with any abstract ideas 
of justice, and not perceiving that John was any 
the worse off for bearing the weight of Pussy's 
crime in addition to his own, he said not a word 
on the matter, being determined to indenmify 
himself for previous disappointment by slow-tor- 
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turing his fellne-tempered foe for some time to 
come. A slight lifting of the eyebrow^ a side- 
long, significant glance, a twist of his ugly mouth, 
a single meaning word, were sufficient to double 
the speed of the respectable housekeeper's pulse, 
and to make her shake in her silver-buckled 
shoes. She would have been a far wiser, and in 
the long run a far happier woman, if she could 
have humbled herself to confess her sins to her 
master and to accept the inevitable disgrace. The 
purgatory Tom Aldin kept her in was a heavier 
punishment even for her guilt 



IX. 



And she had yet more to endure than thoL 
She underwent a frightM shock about a month 
after the grand scene of justice in the partner's 
room. It happened that Robert Hawthorne mis- 
laid or lost a favourite knife which, besides being 
a knife, was a corkscrew, a button-hook, and 
several other instruments, and in search of it 
he turned out upon his bedroom floor all the 
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contents of that box into which Mrs. Eliotson had 
thrown the money abstracted from the desk. He 
did not find the missing article, bat he found in- 
stead Pussy's pocket nutmeg->grater about which he 
had repeatedly heard her making inquiries during 
the last few weeks. He was puzzled to conjec- 
ture how it could have come there, and carrying 
it down stairs into the parlour where his imcle 
was sitting before the big Bible ready to read 
family prayers when all the household were 
assembled, he offered it to Mrs. Eliotson, say- 
ing— 

*^I found your nutmeg-grater in my box; I 
wonder how it got there. Uncle Joshua, do you 
know that John Otley persists in declaring that 
it was not he who hid the money in my 
box?" 

"I hare forbidden you to hold any communi- 
cation with John Otley, Robert," replied the old 
man, mildly; ^*he who would do the one bad 
deed would do the other. A thief would hare 
no scruples about shufBing off his guilt on the 
shoulders of an innocent person." 

As his uncle was speaking Robert's eye rested 
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OQ Pussy's &ce; she changed colour and her 
baud j^ked aimlessly about eanoogst the cups 
and saucers standing ready for breakfast The 
master's words reassured her^ and^ putting her 
treacherous nutmeg-grater into its rightful recep- 
tiude, she said: 

'^ I was arranging your clothes for you a little 
while since^ and must have dropped it then. I 
wish you would try to keep your things more 
neatly, Robert; a boy of your age should seek 
to acquire tidy habits." 

Mr. Joshua Hawthorne murmured acquiescence, 
and the two female servants of the house entering 
with a curtsey, prayers began. Robert knelt 
down in an extraordinary state of bewilderment, 
and never recovered his self-possession all through 
breakfast A most outrageous suspicion had en<- 
tered into his mind : 

** I do believe," said he to himself, " that it was 
Pussy, and nobody else, who put that money into 
my box I " 

Meeting with a private opportunity during 
the morning, he actually mentioned his suspicions 
to old Tom Aldin, but Tom burst into a loud 
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* 

guffaw^ and ironically advised him to give them 
full pablicitj by waj of testing the housekeeper's 
power of pious refutation in making such an 
accusation recoil upon himself. So Robert held 
his peace, and avenging fate still left Mistress 
Deborah Eliotson to the tender mercies of wicked 
old Tom Aldin. 
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CHAPTER THE FOURTH. 

KINSFOLK AND FRIENDS. 

« Thebb are youthfUl dreamers, 
Building castles &ir, with stately stairways. 

Asking blindly 
Of the Aiture what it cannot give them." 

LOXQFELLOW. 



L 



Meanwhile^ Cyrus Hawthorne was away in 
London with Sir Philip Nugent. The lad was 
very happy in his new life, and wrote long, 
flourishing^ affectionate accounts of it to his 
brother. He possessed a thousand luxuries and 
a thousand indulgences of which he was likely to 
feel only too keen an appreciation. There had 
been some idea of sending him to Eton or Harrow, 
but on fttrther consideration, and for very obvious 
reasons. Sir Philip finally decided on giving him 
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a home education. One Reverend Samuel Miles 
was elected to the o£Sce of his tutor^ and that 
gentleman could have borne truthful testimony to 
the youngster's imperious temper as well as to his 
fine talents. Poor Mary Hawthorne had indulged 
her darling very much^ and Sir Philip Nugent 
gave him no check. In fact^ he soon conceived 
for him an overweening pride and affection. 
C3nrus possessed those gifts of nature which attract 
love in an imcommon degree. 

His brother's letter showed Robert an immense 
contrast between their two lives. Cyrus was in 
the height of prosperity— seeing good company, 
free of a luxurious home^ reaping the advantages 
of a careful education^ while he was leading a 
plain, hard-working existence, exposed to the 
mean tyranny of Mistress Deborah Eliotson, and 
finding all his relaxation in a country walk with 
George Sancton. No wonder if he were inclined 
to think his brother had drawn the happier lot. 
It was not in a boastful spirit that Gyrus wrote, 
but he certainly did make the best of everything 
in those letters of his, though he had his mortifica- 
tions and vexations much the same as Robert His 



KINSFOLK AND TBIESDB. 147 

left-handed kinship to Sir Philip Nugent was not 
long in oozing oat» and there were some amongst 
his young gentleman companions who could hurl 
at him a stingmg rehuke^ upon occasion^ if his 
insolent superioriiy aggrieved ihem; and the 
Reverend Samuel Miles had known him reject 
their society for a week after one of these cuts^ 
until the tingling soreness wore off. 

Sir Philip's own people — ^his mother^ his aunt^ 
Lady Leigh^ and his presumptive heir Mr. Nugent 
of the Leasowes — ^were early made aware of the 
rumours of his having taken an illegitimate son 
to bring up under his own roof. The matter was 
spoken of in quiet comers without any intensity 
of reprobation. *^Sir Philip Nugent had been 
rather wild in his youth ; he had made a miserable 
marriage, and that explained it, but he was doing 
his best to atone for his errors now." Very few 
persons knew Mary Hawthorne's real history; 
and even had it been known universally, no doubt 
he would have found his apologists. It has been 
said that in love and war all stratagems are allow- 
able, and in the earlier part of this present century 
the general tone of morals was looser, perhaps, 
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than it is now. Sir Philip never had belonged 
to the strdtest sect^ and probably he felt^ with 
the majority of people^ that he was performing a 
meritorious deed in openly taking Cyrus into his 
own hands ; that the boy was beautiful^ spirited^ 
and of remarkably fine parts^ made the virtuous 
act also pleasant 

There was no particular bent given to the 
lad's education, which was a grave error. The 
Reverend Samuel Miles was a scholar and a 
gentleman, but he was a thoroughly unpractical 
person, and like old Master Scrope at Chinelyn^ 
he was disposed to think more reverently of his 
pupil's verse-making and occasional sparks of 
originality than they deserved. If Cyrus had 
been heir to an earldom — ^heir, in fact, to his 
father's kingdom — ^he would probably have been 
less flattered and spoilt. With elder people, 
while he was young, his position was a reason 
the more for letting him go unchecked: *^Poor 
fellow," they would half compassionately observe, 
"his proud spirit will get a fall soon enough.** 
In reality it got more falls already than any one 
but Mr. Miles suspected, for Cyrus was learning 



KINSFOLK AND FRIENDS. 149 

to be secretive as to his feelings, and winced many 
a time when he said never a word. 



11. 



There were three play-fellows of his, sons of 
Mr. Nugent of the Leasowes, boys of his own 
age or thereabouts, into whose minds the ideas 
of succession and property had early entered. 
They were ordinary good-natured lads as a rule, 
but Cyrus and they rarely met without a quarrel, 
and one day this quarrel ended in a fight No 
doubt the young Leasowes Nugents were jealous 
of Cyrus, who could beat them at all manner of 
games as well as all manner of lessons, who was 
so handsome, and such a personal favourite, 
especially with women, and who had so many 
more indulgences than themselves. And, no 
doubt, Cyrus presumed on his decisive superio- 
rity to laud it over them more than was at all 
times pleasant Alfred, the eldest of the three 
brothers, generally bore his vapouring with a 
magnanimous equanimity, but one hot day, when 
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all their tempers were chafed aboat the disputed 
issue of a certain race^ he was provoked to saj : 

" Take your flings Cyrus, youTl have to knock 
under by and by. You were never made to be 
master long, you know." 

*^What do you mean?" cried Cyrus, in a 
fume. 

** Gently, soh gently," retorted the other, as 
if he were soothing a restive horse. ^* High 
spirit does not always show pure breeding. But 
you are a sort of cousin, Cyrus, and as I am 
above showing malice, when I come to my king- 
dom, I'll make you my bailiff." 

This was more than Cyrus could endure. 
Half blind with rage, he flung himself upon his 
antagonist, and in the shock both came to the 
ground. It was not a scientific fight, but it was 
one in which some voy vengeM blows were ex- 
changed, and both combatants got considerably 
mauled. Mr. Miles witnessed the struggle from 
his bed-chamber window, and when it had gone 
on long enough for the letting of any ill blood 
there was between them, he walked out and 
interfered* 
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'^YoiL fight like a cafct" screamed young 
Alfired, wiping the blood from a long scratch 
with which Gyrua had embeUished hia nose; 
*^I widi we had yoa al Eton— we would soon 
teach you the right use of fists I " 

In fact, there was a gleam of tigerish ferocity 
in Cyrus's dilated eyes, and a white foam on his 
livid lips. Mr. Miles deemed . it expedient to take 
Mb piqril's arm and lead him away, and when 
he came to his senses he gave him a lectare> 
by which he wonld have done well to profit 
The lively letters to Robert contained no allusion 
to incidents of this nature, so that he was quite 
justified in believing that his brother led a life 
of perpetual sunrfime. and he was very glad so 
to believe. 

It was at the Leasowes that the fight took 
place, but, that and the quarrels notwithstanding, 
the young Nugents were not altogether unfa- 
vourably disposed towards their left-hand cousin. 
Sir Philip Nugent had now been seme time a 
widower, and perfectly eligible to marry again ; 
bat his having taken Cyrus home was the 
strongest pledge that he did not intend it The 
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Leasowes Nugents^ as his heirs presumptiye^ 
were^ of course^ more deeply interested in the 
matter than anybody else^ and their father in- 
structed them always to defer to Oyrus^ at least 
when he was their guest Sir Philip lired on the 
best terms with his cousin^ but when he heard 
of the fight; and the taunt that originated it^ he 
was extremely angry. It was not Cyrus who 
told, but Jack, the youngest brother, and Master 
Alfred would have been summarily dismissed out 
of the way of further mischief, to finish his holi- 
days at his grandmother Bedingfield's, had not 
Cyrus himself spoken against such a silly and 
tmjust proceeding. But though too proud or too 
generous to permit any one else to avenge his 
affront, Cyrus neither forgot nor forgave it 



III. 



About the same time as the fight occurred 
at the Leasowes there occurred to Robert at 
Walton Minster an incident which might have 
exercised a sinister influence on his fortunes, had 
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he not possessed fortitude and self-denial enough 
to set its immediate and apparent advantages 
aside. 

From his youth upwards he had a tendency 
to make friends of womankind — a softness left 
to him, perhaps, from his recollections of his 
mother; and his two earliest, in his adopted country 
were old-maid Kibblewhite, at the little tea and 
coffee shop on the western comer of the market- 
place, and her niece Dorothea. 

The first time he went home to tea with George 
Sancton, arriving about ten minutes past five, 
he found Miss Kibblewhite posting up her day- 
book at the desk behind the counter, perched on 
a tall stool, with her little stuff slippers at least 
half a yard from the floor. She got down deli- 
berately, and gave Robert a kindly ceremonious 
welcome. Next to King George the Third and 
the Royal family, the old lady thought the firm 
of Messrs. Hawthorne and Co. the most important 
and honourable house in the empire. As there 
was no customer in view at that late hour, she 
bade an errand boy of minute proportions ** keep 
the shop," and herself led the way upstairs to 
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the best parlour^ which had a stmahiny bay-window 
overlooking the market-place. 

^^ George has prevailed on his young trieai, 
Robert Hawthorne^ to come and drink his tea 
with US this evening, Dorothea^" she said^ address* 
ing a yonng woman^ who leant over a great 
embroidery frame^ at work upon a shepherd-boy 
piping to his flocks beside a very blue, and very 
impetuous cascade. 

Dorothea rose^ performed a curtsey after the 
fashion of fifty yeara ago, and then sat down 
again. Robert felt as if he had fidlen into very 
fine company indeed, and, carefully balancing 
himself on the edge of a hard, faded tapestry 
settee, he responded in his best tone and manner 
to the precise little catechism of inquiries touching 
his own health, his uncle's health, Mrs. Deborah 
Eliotson's health, and that of all his other kins- 
folk and fSrienda with whom he could only com- 
municate by letter. Then he detailed his impres- 
sions of Walton Minster, and described Chinelyn 
and the Manor Farm, and almost before he was 
aware he found himself talking enthusiastically 
of his dear brother Cyrus, and the days at home. 
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while Miss Eibblewhite listened with sympathizing 
interest^ and her little bird-like head gently inclined 
to one side. 

Dorothea listened also with a smile on her 
pleasant face. She was a fine young woman^ 
healthy and bloomings not pretty, perhaps, but 
agreeable and comely to look at with her bright, 
brown eyes, ruddy cheek, and clear skin, con- 
trasted by a crop of rich dark curls confined by a 
sky-blue ribbon. She had a sincere countenance, 
and her glance betrayed a sparkling vivacity of 
temper; but with all her air and brightness of 
youth she had a resemblance that was almost 
ludicrous to the old-maid Kibblewhite, her aunt, 
whose complexion was as dry as dust and her shape 
about as symmetrical as the market pump. Robert 
Hawthorne took to Dorothea Sancton at the first 
glance, and Dorothea took to him. She was a 
serviceable clever girl, such as boys like and like 
to look up to, but never conceive a sentimental 
fancy for. There was no aroma of romance about 
her, but everything that was useful and homely. 
All her acquaintance were in the habit of claim- 
ing her help at family festivals. No marriage 
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party was esteemed complete unless her face beamed 
from some nook of the room upon it; no christen- 
ing party was ever made up in her absence, and 
when death and sorrow got into a house she was 
more frequently sent for in her office of comforter 
than any one else. But — and Dorothea could not 
help sometimes wondering how and why it was — 
no suitor had yet come to woo in Miss Kibblewhite's 
cosy parlours, and Dorothea was as fancy free at fair 
nineteen as she was on the day when she was bom. 

She presently departed to prepare tea, and after 
about twenty minutes' absence she returned to 
announce that it was ready downstairs; so the 
boys followed Miss Kibblewhite to a little room 
communicating with the shop by a ludf-glass door, 
and also looking upon a gravelled court of about 
twelve feet square that was fragrant with migno- 
nette. Dorothea presided over the tray, and dis- 
pensed the slices of seed-cake liberally ; while her 
aunt sat at one side of the table, ready to sally 
forth and serve a customer, should any such appear 
during the progress of the meaL 

Old Miss Kibblewhite believed in all the severer 
proprieties, and was evidently used to keep the 
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young people in capital order, for Dorothea was as 
mute as a mouse in her presence, and George in- 
dulged none of his mischievous monkeyish vivacity. 
She held as an axiom that children should be seen 
and not heard, at their meals especially ; bat she 
talked with great fluency herself, and chiefly in an 
anecdotic manner, about her father and mother and 
grandfather and grandmother respectively, back 
to the days when George I. was king, all the three 
young people listening with an undemonstrative 
interest. When tea was over, however, she re- 
laxed her dignity, and as Dorothea was putting on 
a large bibbed apron to cover her gown while she 
washed the best gilt china, which had honoured 
Robert Hawthorne's visit, the old lady took it from 
her hands, and, resolutely investing her own square 
little person in its ample folds, she said, 

''No, Dorothea. You will amuse the boys 
better than I. Let them go upstairs and look 
out of the window, or let them have the dominoes 
and cribbage-board, but" (this in a whisper aside) 
*' take care they do not touch anything to spoil it." 

There was some laughing as the three went up- 
stairs, glad of their release from playing at Grave- 
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airs, which made prim little Miss Eibblewhite 
feel doubtftil of the propriety of leaving them to 
themselves, bnt when they reached the parlour it 
suddenly ceased. 

The evening sun was shining in at one comer of 
the bay-window, across where the embroidery firame 
stood with a richly variegated fringe of scarlet, 
orange, purple, white, and green skeins of floss silk 
hanging from its pegs. But that bit of lustrous, 
brilliant colour did not absorb all the light and 
radiant glow. It seemed to rally chiefly round a 
little figure perched aloft in Dorothea's high chair 
— a, little figure wagging a pair of small feet im- 
patiently, and whose loose wandering curls had 
netted a sheaf of the golden rays at least This 
little figure had a face soft and fair as a white 
flower, and lips always pouting for a kiss. It was 
a dimpled fiice, and ought to have been sunshiny 
by rights, but at this moment it was full of a child's 
most pathetic sorrow&lness. A straw hat lay on 
the carpet beside her, and her gay poppy-coloured 
sash, which she had fretted and untied, hung trailing 
on the dull gray floor. She was as pretty a picture 
of somebody's toy and rebellious pet as you could 
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see on the longest snnuner day; but there was 
something about her that betrayed she was not a 
mothei^B darling ; poor little Lilian had no mother ; 
she was only a great lady's adopted child. 

Dorothea Sancton, however, loved her very 
tenderly, and sprang towards her with ontstretched 
arms and a cry of eager delight 

^' Oh I Lilian, how came you here all alone ? ^ 
then couching her in her lap, with the pretty fair 
head pressed up against her bosom, she kissed her 
on lips and cheek and brow with an enthusiasm of 
a£Pection. The child was used to this idolatry and 
liked it She nestled one tiny fat hand round 
Dorothea's neck, and with the other began to 
tangle her orderly tiers of curls, whilst she lisped 
out an explanation of her appearance . there, with 
a pretty preciseness of speech which showed how 
carefully the Uttle maiden was taught and how 
diligent and painstaking she was herself: 

'^ Lady Leigh took me to the evening prayers, 
and left me here as she went through the mar- 
ket-place to see her widows. She will call for 
me, and to look at the shepherd as she returns 
home. The house door was open and I came 
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upstairs by myself." There was a whimpering 
tremulousness in her tone, however, which would 
have convinced Dorothea that something was 
amiss, had not the cloudy little face betrayed 
it already. She tried to divert her by exhibiting 
the gay shepherd; but, for once, the child was 
not inclined to notice him* ^^My father played 
the anthem," said she, be^nning to cry. *^ Oh I 
Dorothea, I want to go home to my father! I 
want to go home I " She twisted herself round 
from the contemplation of the rosy-cheeked boy^ 
and hid her eyes against Dorothea's neck. The 
little heart had been filling before, now it over- 
flowed. She did not care for the shepherd, his 
flock, his pipe, his crook, or his cascade any 
more. She had heard her iather making beauti- 
ful, grand music on the Minster organ, and all 
she wanted was to go home to him. 

Dorothea was frightened by this tender, pas- 
sionate outbreak, and tried various methods of 
consolation in vain. 

*' Hush, my darling, hush ; you will spoil your 
pretty eyes ! " Lilian cared nothing for her eyes 
at this moment, except as they were useful to 
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cry witL « Lady Leigh will come, and she wiU 
be BO grieved to see you. You love Lady Leigh ?" 
Oh, yes ! Lilian loved Lady Leigh, but she loved 
her father better, and she wanted to go home — she 
wanted to] go home. " But," persisted Dorothea, 
almost at her wits' end, '^if you go home you 
will have to work as I do, but Lady Leigh will 
have you taught, and made clever like herself." 

*' I would rather be like you, Dorothea ; I love 
you more than Lady Leigh. I do not want to 
be like her." 

Dorothea signed to George that he should 
come and try to divert the little rebel's thoughts ; 
and, after a few minutes' shy study of Robert 
Hawthorne, who had approached with him, she 
condescended to let the two boys chair her round 
the room upon their crossed arms, and was pre- 
sently laughing &r more loudly than she had 
cried before. In the midst of the game, while 
Robert was pronouncing a mimic oration in the 
little queen's praise, the door opened, and, ushered 
by Miss Kibblewhite, entered my Lady Leigh, 
a very tall, imposing, aristocratic dame, with 
powdered hair and a dress of sombre magni- 

VOIi. I. M 
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ficence. She paused jtut inside the door, leaning 
npon a gold-headed stick, and> glancing sharply 
TOtind the room, demanded — 

^ Whose voice was it that I heard but . jnst 
now as I came npstairs ? ^ 

** It was Robert Hawthorne who was speaking, 
my lady," replied Dorothea, dropping a deferential 
curtsey* 

^ And who is Robert Hawthorne, pray ? Any 
relative of old Joshna Hawthorne, the vamish- 
maker in Maiden Lane ? " 

^Yes, my lacty; and a fellow apprentice to 
the firm with my nephew, George Sancton," said 
Miss Kibblewhite, with deep respect. 

''His voice reminded me of Sir Philip Kn- 
gent's," cried the lofty dame, advancing heavily 
into the room, each step accentuated by a thnd 
of the gold-headed stick. She honoured Robert 
with a prolonged, scmtiniziag stare, from which 
she did not release him, though a flush of angry 
confusion darkened his countenance. ''And his 
£eu^ reminds me of Sir Philip's also, more now 
than at the first glance. Where were you bred^ 
Robert Hawthorne ? " 
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€S 



At Chinelyn^'' replied the hd, reloctantlj. 

'' At Ghinelyii I I ought to have aome re- 
collection of Chhoelyn,'' mused Lady Lei^^ yrith 
a suspicions sidelong look at hia faoew ^'Yes; 
^ a little fishing village on the coast of Wight" 
She turned away abruptlj^ and bade Dorothea 
exhibit her worL 

'^ I am sure, mj lady, Robert Hawthorse cod 
tell you anything you wish to hnow about it 
We hare been quite pleased with his talk our- 
selves/' suggested Miss Eibblewhite. 

<' No need, I remember now what puzzled 
me in the name before. Have you any brother, 
Robert Hawthorne ? *• 

*' Tes, madam ; I have a brother Gyrus." 

Lady Leigh stood several minutes commenting 
on the embroidery, but evidently without think- 
ing of what she said, for her stem eyes were 
looking Robert Hawthorne ovtf from head to 
foot, and her last act before leaving the room 
was to glance back over her shoulder at his &c» 
again, as if she wished to fix an indelible portrait 
of his features in her mind. 

Robert Hawthorne was not phik>so|^er enough 

M 2 
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to reason on the fortuitous course of events, and 
this sudden rencontre with Lady Leigh mortified 
him excessively. Whether judiciously or not, 
Mr. Joshua Hawthorne had concealed from Robert 
that he was living in the midst of his father's 
people, and her recognition of him was a sharp 
stroke indeed. During the temporary absence 
of Miss Eibblewhite and Dorothea, who had ac- 
companied Lady Leigh and the child downstairs^ 
he was glad to accept George Sancton's challenge 
to a game at dominoes, and to sit down opposite 
to hb less observant comrade, to hide his dis- 
turbance from question on their return. Bat 
Lady Leigh's behaviour had struck Miss Kibble- 
white as so singular that she could not refrain 
from making some remark upon it 

" How very odd of her ladyship to find a re- 
semblance to her nephew in Robert Hawthorne," 
said she; '^I never heard her notice any one 
else in the same way before. But I am sure, 
Dorothea, I myself saw something in his features 
that struck me as familiar, though I should never 
have thought of Sir Philip Nugent, if Lady 
Leigh had not named Imn.'' 
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Dorothea said^ '^ Indeed^ aunt/' and nothing 
more^ for where she sat she conld see the red 
tide of painful conftision rising into the lad's face 
again. 

" What are you about, Robert ? it is your 
turn to play/' said George Sancton, and some 
other subject intervening, Miss Kibblewhite's at- 
tention was called away. 



IV. 



It was a very lovely evening ; and by and by, 
Dorothea, tiring of her embroidery frame, sug- 
gested that it was a pity to let it pass without 
taking a walk ; the two boys being of the same 
mind, they all sallied forth and went out of the 
town, across an ancient bridge of one arch span- 
ning the river Gled, beyond which lay a stretch of 
ripening meadows and rich pasture land, with a 
pleasant country road winding through them. 
Robert Hawthorne had now been several months 
at Walton Minster, but he had never before 
strayed so far as Dorothea led him that evening. 
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He had scaroely dreaiuBd of findiiig sach Inxnm 
green shade of woods and each xmuical brooks 
widiin a walk of 1^ smdce and squalor of the 
ancient city. The y'^lages, farmsteads, and soli- 
tary labourer's cottages they passed all wore a 
thriying aspect, and Bobert having made some 
remade to that effect, Dorothea said — 

^^It is the same all over the Hadley Boyal 
estate. Sir Philip Nugent is an excellent land- 
lord-" 

Robert started, and asked, almost involuntarily, 
« Does Sir Philip Nugent live here ? " 

^^ He has a house here, but he rarely, if ever, 
comes down. If we walk to the top of this hill we 
shall look straight over to it It is conndered a 
very grand place — the garandest in the consjtty, I 
believe." 

When they gained the hUl-top, however, there 
was a mist in the valley rising from the river, so 
that Robert could only disceifn a vast pile of 
buildings, wi& a confiised number of gables and 
chimneys rising out of it, and fine sl<^>e8 of wood 
on the outskirts of a great park. 

'' If it were clearer you would see the ruins of 
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Eurevaulx Abbey," said Dorothea; ''they lie right 
up at the head of Gleddale. There*s not a sweeter 
spot in the world to spend a summer holiday in 
than Eurevaulx ; is there, George ? ^ 

''Is Eurevaulx Sir PhiUp Nugenfs property 
also ? " Robert asked. 

" Tes; it is all his property for miles on this side 
of Waltan.** 

It was growing dusk, but not so dusk that 
Robert's frequent changes of countenance could 
escape Dorothea's notice. She, however, appeared 
as little observant as possible, and because she 
felt intuitively that Robert had a secret interest in 
the fiunily, she began to tell him that Lady Leigh 
and her sister-in-law. Lady Nugent, Sir Philip's 
mother, lived in two houses on the Minster Hill, 
and that all Walton honoured them for their 
goodness and charity. Lady Leigh was especially 
liberaL She was childless, but very fond of 
^children, and since her widowhood she had adopted 
and brought up a successbn of molherless girls, 
(two of whom she had recently portioned and 
married— one to a beneficed dergyman, the other 
to a young naval officer, a distant relative of her 
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own* Her last protigie was little Lflian Carlton^ 
the only cliild of Peter Carlton^ organist and choir* 
master at the Minster. 

Robert listened to these details with a sick 
throbbing at his heart This was the first time 
since his coming to Walton that anything had 
occurred to remind him of what was awkward and 
unnatural in his position. The idea of having 
anything to conceal was insupportably repugnant 
to his open and honest temper^ and after wrestling 
with it for some time in silence^ he startled Doro- 
thea by saying, just as they came within the 
shadow of the town, — ^** Dorothea, I must tell 
some one — ^let me tell you ; Cyrus and I are Sir 
Philip Nugent's sons.** 

The young woman made some kind incoherent 
answer, but quite enough to draw him on to add^ 
''Our mother is dead^ and she is always to be 
spoken of with reverence. Indeed, Dorothea, 
she was as good as an angel, but Sir Philip was 
very deceitftd and cruel to her. Mr. Ford, the 
clergyman at home, always said our mother was 
without any blame.^ 

*' Yes, my dear, I am quite sure of it — ^never 
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mind telling me any more now/' said Dorothea^ 
warmly. She had caught hold of the boy's hand> 
and held it until they parted at the top of Maiden 
Lane. It was months since he had spoken of his 
mother to any one^ and at the thought of her his 
voice broke into a passionate sob. As he went 
down the dark silent street alone he was crying 
bitterly. From that day forth Robert Hawthorne 
and Dorothea Sancton were friends* 



V. 



Lady Leigh, widow of the last Lord Leigh of 
Tarborough, was, as Dorothea Sancton stated, a 
good and useful woman; everybody in Walton 
Minster knew exactly to what extent she was good 
and useftd, and they praised her in the gates 
accordingly. She was not one to hide her light 
under a bushel; she preferred rather to set it 
upon a hill, as it were, that it might be seen of 
the whole country, and reflect a modified lustre 
upon her order. Her sister-in-law. Lady Nugent, 
was also charitable and pious, but in a minor 
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degree: she did ber almt-deeds in byways and 
secret places, and lived a very modeet retired life, 
dividing her time between her BiUe, her poor 
felks, her household, and her letters to her dear 
son, very equitably. Lady Leig^ had bnilt and 
endowed a hospital &r poor widows, and had 
added considerably to a foundation fer die edn* 
cation of orphans* She had erected a handsome 
memorial window to her deceased hudband in the 
Minster church, and for a quarter of a century 
past, bad actively forwarded, both by personal 
effort and liberal gifts, every benevolent scheme 
that had come within her knowledge* Her 
wealth was very great, and her Nugent temper 
being naturally genemns, even to ostentation, she 
fenad an unqualified delight in giving away the 
overplus of her riches which she oould not use. 

''I cannot take my money with me,** she 
argued; ''and it would be nothing to Philip 
Nugent, or to those Howard Leighs, who hare 
more than enough already, so I might as well 
enjoy the pleasure of doing good, and of setting 
a proper example." So she was charitable to a 
proverb, and set a very proper exsmfie* 
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To go into her honse on tfaa Minster Hill w8B 
to enter a mnaeam of all that was nu:ie, and cosAjf 
and fiufaionable la them days. In her fine 
peach--Goloiired drswing-^roooi was collected every 
▼ariety of Kandaome and hideooB^ homely and 
grotesqiffi, porcdam figore^ jar, bowl, and cop; 
Indian cabinets, Chinese carvings, Japan screens, 
and French eccentricilaes over-abounded* Rarely 
a day passed, that Lilian Carlton did not get into 
disgrace fixr upsetting or breaking some invalu- 
able toy in die crowded room; and doubtless 
the Uttle maid thought her &ther's solitary house, 
lodcing over tbe churchyard, with its avenues 
of ehns and centories of dead, by fiur die happier 
place. 

Lady Leigh hnd never conceived witibin her 
own mind that a child could be otherwise than 
dfiGghted and proud to live under her beneficent 
care and instruction. She had represented to 
Peter Carlton the good that must accrue to his 
motherless girl, firom being trained under super- 
vision such as hers, and though the organist was 
very reluctant to yield her up, he was, at length, 
prevailed on to do so, though less by Lady Leigh's 
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argmnents^ than by litde Lilian^s own babyish 
enjoyment of all sbe bad been permitted to see 
and do daring a day spent with her patroness^ by 
way of trial. She had not^ however, been long 
in discovering that happiness does not consist in 
wearing fine clothes or in living in fine rooms; 
and then she pined after her father, as a bird in a 
gilt cage pines after the free air and its com- 
panions, until her longing to go back to him 
broke out in Dorothea Sancton's {amiliar presence, 
as we have seen. Lady Nugent, who had always 
felt a secret pity for the little ones under her 
austere and childless sister-in-law's protection, 
early discovered Lilian's restlessness, and had 
almost made up her nund to attempt her deliver- 
ance, when Lady Leigh herself, by a starding 
declaration, soon aft;er gave her an opening to 
introduce the delicate subject without exciting 
displeasure. 
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VI. 



This declaration was announced one afternoon 
in the peach-coloured^ pot-pourri-scented drawing- 
room^ where the sisters were sittmg after luncheon 
with the demure gentlewomen whom they re- 
tained as companions and secretaries. Though 
their houses were not ten minutes' walk distant 
from each other, they frequently exchanged visits 
of three and four days at a time, bringing these 
ladies and their respective tapestry frames with 
them. 

When Lady Leigh had anything particular 
to say, she always said it without preface, and 
let it make its own impression ; so she spoke now, 
in a distinct peremptory tone, which made the 
two dependent gentlewomen metaphorically prick 
their ears to listen. "Helena, I am seriously 
inclined to take a boy to bring up ; the monotony 
of a girl's education does not absorb me suffi- 
ciently." 

** Indeed 1 Are you wearying of your little 
maid Lilian?" replied Lady Nugent. "She 
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does not seem to take kindly to her captirity. 
I have been thinking yon would have to release 
her.^ 

** No such thing ! I never allow myidf to be 
OTermatched by a child's fimtasieB. LOian is very 
happy and very gratefoL" The two dependeot 
gentlewomen exchanged looks of commiserating 
intelligence; one of them^ a poor French lady, 
a refugee^ knew to a hair's breaddi the aourant of 
happiness and gratitnde experienced by diose ^dio 
lived under Lady Leigh's doniini<»L 

''Look at the child now, she is a picture of 
health and enjoyment^" said the self-gratukting 
patroness of orphans, pointing through the win- 
dow to the shady garden where Lilian, in direct 
disobedience to orders, was standing in amcnigst 
a bed of white and orange lilies which almost 
overtopped her golden head. In a nmrote or 
two she emerged, bearing a tall flower-covered 
stem, broken off by the root, and ran away widi 
it down one of the green all^ out of sight 
''Young creatures are always uneasy in confine- 
ment, but Lilian breathes only free air. You 
shall hear her express her feelings for heii- 
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self; Madame Lefevre, please to ring the 
belL*' 

The Fjrench lady jroae and tinkled a little bell 
that stood within reach of her rnktreaa's hand, 
and before she had time to resnme her seat^ ap- 
peared a little, grinning, black page ia a sump- 
tuoQB livery of scarlet and gold. Lady Leigh 
Jiept up all the state of her household, exactly as 
it bad been in her bnsband's lifetime, and, like 
royalty, she delivered her orders to serrants 
through a medinm. 

^' Tell Semprcmios to seek Lilian in the garden, 
and bring her here, Madame Lefevre." Madame 
repeated the command, and the Uadk page tbih 
iahed* 

'^Yes, Helena; I haye serious thoughts of taking 
a boy to bring up," said LaAy Leigh^ reverting 
to her original idea ; ^^I have a liking for boys." 

'^ Since when, Augusta ? JPhiEp used to be a 
daily aggravation to you when he was a boy,'* 
replied Lady KugenL 

" You indulged bim so foolishly." 

Lad^ Nugent's white cheek flushed as she 
said, in a deprecating tone, — ^* Severity would 
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have been worse than my over-fondness; our 
children cannot be made mere automatons of our 
will. Their hearts and dispositions are worked 
by springs quite independent of ours." 

'^ If it had pleased God to give me children, they 
should have had no single sentiment^no single 
feeling independent of me^" cried Lady Leigh^ 
emphatically. ** They should not have looked, 
or spoken, or thought save by my permission. 
Mistress Alice Johnes, you pretend to be a phi- 
losophress and student of ethics, tell us, ought not 
the government of families to be despotic ? '' 

^^Your ladyship will be pleased to remember 
that the human being is not a mechanical con- 
trivance, but a reasoning soul. I would have no 
despotism, either in families or in kingdoms, unless 
we had archangels over us," spiritedly replied 
the dark little Welshwoman. 

Lady Leigh smiled sarcastically while Lady Nu- 
gent commended her humble companion's reply. 
Madame Lefevre sighed audibly^ and envied Mrs. 
Alice Johnes her considerate patroness. Hers was 
often hard to her — ^hard and bitter. You might have 
thought that Lady Leigh had met with experiences 
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and disappointments^ such as do not> in general^ 
tend to improve our opinion of onr species : per- 
Baps my Lord Leigh, now for more than thirty 
years taking his rest beneath the pavement of the 
northern transept of the Minster church, with the 
memorial window glowing blushingly over his 
sculptured virtues, could have told us whether or 
no it were so, 

Sempronius re-entered, *^Missa Lilian not in 
garden, not about anywhere to be seen," an- 
nounced he, with grinning sable visage, addressed 
towards Madame Lefevre, She repeated his words 
exactly as he gave them. 

" Tell him to seek her again," was the abrupt 
reply, and Sempronius disappeared forthwith. 

The- interrupted conversation was resumed by 
the ardent little Welshwoman breaking into a re- 
spectful panegyric on liberty. 

" Liberty 1" cried she, with enthusiasm; "Li- 
berty is our very breath of life : take that from us 
and we die 1 What a glorious decision was that of 
Lord Mansfield, in which he declared that no 
slave could live on English ground — ^no slave 
could breathe English air I " 

VOL. I. N 
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''Ahl my excellent Mistress Alice, spue us 
your pet story for once ! " interposed Lady Leigh, 
dflfHrecatingly ; ''we all know it from beginning to 
end* Grranville Sharp and his interesting negro 
have onr best sympathy and admiration, I assure 
yon, and Lord Mansfield's principle meets onr full 
approvaL Let ns hear the other side of the qnestbn. 
Madame Lefevre, according to yonr views, what is 
liberty?'* 

'' Hdlas, niy lady, what for you ask mef La 
Uberti; it is wild beast anarchy diguiUj masqoL 
La libertd h nous atUirea ce rCestpas voire freedom h 
voub! Our libertd! Have I not seen it ravage 
my comitry like a boar out of the forest ? Talk 
to me not of Uberti, it is the password of bad men 
to bad deeds I I will not hear it Onr king, our 
queen, our nobles, aseaasinie ; our lands ^ 

'' Never mind the confiscations, madame ; they 
are a thrice-told tale," said Lady Leigh, between 
alaugh and a yawn. '' I am afraid you will never 
come by your own again, so it is consoling to 
hear that you contemn liberty and take so kindly 
to your exile and servitude." 

"My servitude — ah, rum, nonl^ and the poor 
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withered lady dropped her head over her em- 
broidery^ repeating the hateM word again and 
again in every Yarietjr of intonation expressive of 
disgust and weariness. Mistress Alice Johnea, 
who was well placed and tough of spirit^ and who 
had risen instead of declining in the world, re- 
garded her contemptuonslj^ as the big tears 
trickled down her high thin nose and then dropped 
on her lean shaky hands, so busy with the rich 
carmines of a half-blown rose. After controlling 
her heat for some moments she was constrained to 
speak by ihe effervescent fervour of her emotions, 
and addressed the poor stranger with an air of 
withering rebuke : 

*^ France is not capable of bearing freedom/' 
said she; 'liberty is like a high-mettled steed; 
give it air, give it exercise, give it die reason- 
curbed use of its magnificent powers, and behold 
in it a perfect work of God, obedient ever to 
the hand of the master rider ; but confine it, gag 
it, stall-feed it, maltreat it, and it will surely 
destroy any that attempt to mount it, when it 
escapes its prison." 

'^ You are grandiloquent in metaphor. Mistress 

N2 
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Alice," sneered Lady Leigb; '^now, madame, it 
18 jour turn again*'* 

She delighted to pit the two poor ladies against 
each other, and to hear how they raved; bat 
this time madame declined the challenge, except 
to say, with low-voiced fervour— 

*^ There is a difference, a jttHe milieu^ between 
the anarchy of revolution and the anarchy of 
the military despotism which the Emperor has 
established. Ah ! my Lady Leigh, all honour, 
courage, patriotism, are not dead in the breasts 
of my countrymen ; France will yet be free ! ^ 

Sempronius appeared in the presence for the 
third time. 

'^Missa Lilian not in garden,** repeated he; 
*^ Missa Lilian run away I " 

Lady Leigh turned round with an angry 
frown. 

**How dare you say that, sir? Why should 
any one run away from me? Madame, give me 
my hood, and I will seek the chUd myself. 
Helena, lend me your arm," and, clutching her 
gold-headed stick, she marched away across the 
hall, leaning upon her sister-in-law, and went 
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out on the sunshiny terrace, below the windows 
where Lilian had been playing. The two com- 
panions presently followed, with their ladies' man- 
tillas, and themselves ready to join in the quest 

'^Mistress Alice Johnes, you have almost a 
man's voice, call the child. She is hiding some- 
where among the bushes," said Lady Leigh, 

The Welshwoman lifted up a very sonorous 
tone, but there was no response, though she cried 
out three times, 

** The little rebel I I will have Hilton whip 
her soundly when she comes back," said Lilian's 
patroness, angrily. 

*^ You will never whip her into love of you, 
Augusta," whispered Lady Nugent. 

Those gardens on the Minster Hill were beauti- 
ful old places. The houses stood very high, and 
the groimd descended from them in successive 
lawns and terraces, laid out with gay flower 
knots and clumps of evergreens* The afternoon 
sunshine was now richly pouring through the 
thick trees, and just as they came out the Minster 
bell began to ring for evening prayers. 

The little child may have run into the 



tt 
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clitircli; she talks for ever of her &thar and 
his grand music^" suggested Madame Lefevre. 

''Perhaps so^ bat she shotdd not have gone 
alone; she is disobedient^'' curdy replied Ladj 
Leigh : but she accepted the offered clue and 
descended the terrace steps to the street^ which 
was excluded from view bj a high wall and 
double row of sycamores* ' The street curved 
round the south side of the hill at the base of 
the old gardens ; the palisaded enclosure of the 
great grave-yard was its other boundary, and 
looking straight across the wilderness of mounds 
and stones to its farther side, several ancient 
houses showed through the dim sultriness of 
shadow cast upon them by the Minster church 
itself. In one of these curious dwellings Peter 
Carlton had lived ever since he was elected 
to the office of organist ; and from its lowHBtudded 
door the four ladies now saw him issue, leading 
naughty, truant Lilian by the hand* The litde 
maiden's golden hair was all imcovered, her white, 
plump arms were glancing bare, and over her 
shoulder she carried the lily stem as if it were 
a sword. She looked so pretty and so happy. 
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SO negligent and so fearless^ dancing along by 
her father's side, that Lady Nngent's motherly 
heart yearned towards her. 

^^It is only natnral, Augnsta, do not let us spoil 
her enjoyment,'' pleaded she; and Lady Leigh 
grimly acquiesced* 

There was a flagged palhway between two high 
banks of graves from the old houses to a side 
entrance of the church, and while Peter Carlton 
was unlocking the door with his pass-key, Lilian 
espied the towering figure of her patroness ad- 
vancing with the other ladies. She broke into 
a tricksy laugh, shook her head at Ihem mis* 
chievously, and then vanished like a sunbeam into 
the interior gloom. Lady Leigh did not seem 
very well pleased with this baby defiance ; how- 
ever, she let it pass, and proposed that since 
they were so near they should go to prayers. 
Shut up in their dignified stalls, the ladies could 
see the lily-head nodding over the curtain of the 
organ loft, and occasionally a tiny hand drew the 
red folds aside, and a fiur laughii^ &ce peeped 
down to where they sat. When the prayers were 
ended, and the concluding voluntary was being 
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played^ they went down one of the side aisles to 
the foot of the organ-loft stairs^ and there waited 
until Peter Carlton and his little daughter ap~ 
peared. Peter made them a low reverence as he 
descended, almost tripping himself up over the 
uneven stones in the excess of his humility. lie 
was a long-nosed melancholy enthusiast, black- 
haired and lean, a ludicrous contrast to his bright 
bud of a childt Lady Nugent regarded his sallow 
visage with pity, and secretly hoped that he would 
assert his right to reclaim Lilian; but he did 
not When Lady Leigh extended her hand to 
take possession of the child, he bowed low again, 
and gave it up without demun Lilian looked 
into his face for a moment or two with wistful, 
tear-bright eyes of entreaty, but as he only 
said— 

*'You must go, Lily," and turned away his 
face, she leant her pretty head against her pa- 
troness's rich silken sleeve, and accompanied her 
without a word. 

The struggle was not harder for Lilian than it 
was for Peten Peter owed an unredeemable debt 
to Lady Leigh, or so his intense gratitude taught 
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him to think. She had found him almost starv- 
ing, with a sick young wife, a baby, and no 
work. He had Italian blood in his veins, derived 
from his mother, who had been a singer and 
actress ; from her, too, he had. drawn his pas- 
sionate love of music, the only vocation he had 
ever attempted to follow ; but this vocation had 
never found him or his in bread, until Lady 
Leigh, having assured herself of his personal 
worth and professional capability, exerted all her 
influence to get him appointed organist and master 
of the church choristers. Very soon after his 
young wife died, and Lady Leigh, thinking to 
confer upon him yet another kindness, deprived 
him of his child. 

When the whole party were again in the street, 
and progressing slowly homewards under the 
shady garden wall. Lady Nugent, in her kind- 
ness of heart, made another effort for the little 
exile. 

Lady Leigh was rather impatient of what she 
called her sister's *^ solicitous crotchets," but at 
last she said, in reply to her arguments— 

*^ Well, Helena, if I am successful in getting 
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possession of the boy I have set xny mind on to 
bring np^ I wUl let Lilian go.** 

** Then you have a boy in view I Who is it ? " 
asked Lady Nugent, in unfeigned surprise. 

** I will tell you by-and-by, for here he cornea 
with young George Sancton— observe him welL" 

The two boys would have passed the stately 
dowagers by had not Lady Leigh, resting on her 
gold-headed stick, bidden them to stop. She 
held them in talk several minutes, and then dis- 
missed them with a nod of her head. 

*^ How do you like his appearance ? He is a 
handsome, intelligent-looking lad, is he not?" she 
asked, quietly. 

^'Who is he, Augusta? You have some 
mystery under this ?" 

^' Does he remind you of any one ? Madame^ 
you may leave us for the present My sister 
and I wish to be alone/' 

The attendant gentlewoman quickly disappeaned 
into the house, Lilian vanished amongst the 
flowers, and the two ladies, slowly following into 
the garden, seated themselves on a rustic chair 
under a wide-spreading tree. Lady Nugent only 
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replied to her sister's last question hj a puzzled 
look. 

Lady Leigh repeated^ <^Does he remind yoa 
of any one?'' 

** Why do you set me riddles ? It is Philip he 
is like^" said Lady Nugent, faimtly. 

^^Yes, Helena, and he is Philip's S(m. He is 
a twin brother of the boy whom Tom Nugent 
wrote to me about" 

Lady Nugent flushed all over her pale, gentle 
fiace : " Who told you so, Augusta ? ", she 
asked. 

'^ Dorothea Sancton* He is the boy whom I 
saw at Miss Sabblewhite's, and it seems that when 
I was gone he told her his history. She said that 
when he spoke of his mother he was almost heart- 
broken." 

^Then is that story Dean Mauleverer had 
heard feom his cousin Ford true-&e marriage 
at Chinelyn^?" 

<^I am aficaid it is but too true — ^so the lad 
informed Dorothea. His mother is lately dead, 
and I hear that she was. a niece of old Joshua 
Hawthorne, the vamish-maker in Maiden Lane." 
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There was a long silence. Lady Nogent's con«> 
science was deeply wounded for her son* She 
was self-convicted of having indulged him in his 
wilful wayS; until her mother^s heart and woman's 
hand were found far too weak to curb his master- 
ful passions ; and here were the fruits of them, 
suddenly springing up in the declining path of 
her life to renew the old grief and fret, 

*^I intend to claim the guardianship of this 
Robert Hawthorne myself,'' said Lady Leigh, 
presently, ^' We might have been proud to look 
to such a boy as heir of our house, but as that 
cannot be^ I will make him a soldier and leave 
him all I have. Others like him have risen 
into repute, and made their bar sinister to be 
forgotten, have married well and founded families ; 
why should not he ? ** 

*^ But, Augusta, might not Philip resent your 
interference ?" said Lady Nugent, timidly, 

"What care I for Philip's resentment or 
Philip's approval I There is nothing but the 
publicity to annoy us, and I shall brave that 
rather than let that noble-looking lad be thrown 
away on such a mean occupation as the one to 
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which he is now condemned. Say no more, 
Helena, for I shall certainly claim the boy." 
Lady Leigh rose up with an emphatic thud of 
her stick upon the ground, and dispensing with 
the further support of her sister's arm, marched 
away indignantly to the house. Lady Nugent 
followed her slowly and sorrowfully. 



VIL 

The next day in the cool of the evening, Lady 
Leigh conmianded the attendance of Sempronius, 
and went down to Maiden Lane to pay a visit to 
Mr. Joshua Hawthorne. The old gentleman had 
to be sought for in the oflSice, and, meantime, 
Mrs. Deborah Eliotson entertained her with 
obsequious conversation in the parlour. When 
the head of the firm entered the room, he bowed 
profoundly, but the gravity of his countenance 
did not relax. Knowing Lady Leigh's character 
well, he had a prescience of what she came about, 
and he was resolved not to comply with her 
demands; but she, imaccustomed to opposition, 
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and far from antidpating it now, opened ber 
errand without circmnlocntion* 

'' Mr. Joahna Hawthorne, you have a young lad 
with you now, who is a sort of kinsman to us 
Nugents, and I have determined to adopt him 
myself,'' said she, graciously. ^'I think it a 
pity that he should be condemned to the obscurity 
and drudgery of trade. He has good blood in 
his veins, and merits a better fortmie." 

'^I should regret to displease your ladyship, 
but I cannot give up Robert Hawthorne on any 
pretence," was the firm, but respectful answer. 
^The obscurity and drudgery of trade have 
sufficed me, and th^ wUl suffice him.'' 

''Sir, you surprise me I" exclaimed Xady 
Leigh, with raised complexion and resentM 
glance. '' Retain the boy against my wiU f " 
I \^' I hare said that I should be sorry to displease 
your ladyship, but I have only to repeat my pre- 
yious words, I cannot give up Robert Hawthorne 
on any pretence. He himself would be the last 
person in the world to desire the change." 
I '' But I would give him such an education and 
such a profession as would make him a com- 
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panionfor gentlemen. What do you propose to 
do for him that can compensate for denying him 
such advantages ? " 

'^I do not acknowledge your ladyship's right 
to catechise me as to my intentions^" replied the 
old man^ sti£9y^ for Lady Leigh's tone affronted 
him. '^ I love the lad^ and that is voucher suj£"- 
cient that I shall do my duty by him." 

*^ I am not satisfied with your answer ; I desire 
to see the boy^ and question him myself. He 
cannot — with his countenance — ^bear a mind so 
low as to delight in the mean chaffering of trade. 
I will not believe it unless I hear it from his own 
lips." 

Old Joshua Hawthorne was far too courteous 
to note the insulting remarks of a lady who had 
lost her temper ; he quietly desired Mrs. Eliotson 
to seek the boy^ and sat silent opposite to his . 
indignant visitor^ until she reappeared with him. 
Robert had been working at some carpentry 
under the willing instruction of Tom Aldin^ and 
he came in all dusty and heated as he was ; his 
brown curls pushed away roughly from his broad 
white forehead, and his cheeks flushed with a 
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sunburnt glow^ which became deeper still as he 
confronted the stately lady seated in his uncle's 
chair. 

'^ Robert^ Lady Leigh is desirous of asking you 
certain questions; you will answer her entirely 
according to your own feelings^ without any 
reference to me. I will leave you together for 
the] purpose. Mrs. Eliotson, we will withdraw.** 
And the head of the firm closed the door^ and 
retired with the housekeeper^ whose natural 
curiosity was extremely disappointed. 

*'We have met before; you know who I 
am? '* said Lady Leigh, resuming her gentler 
manner. 

"Yes," replied Robert; ho looked at her 
steadily, and tried to harden himself, she all the 
while thinking what a noble brave face he had. 

'* Who am I?" 

" You are Lady Leigh, the aunt of Sir Philip 
Nugent of Hadlcy Royal." 

Lady Leigh had anticipated a different answer ; 
she had expected that he would designate her his 
fathered aunt. 

** True," said she ; " I am Lady Leigh, aunt to 
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Sir Philip Nugent of Hadley Royal, and, through 
him, a kinswoman of your own. It is in the 
latter character that I wish to speak to you. I 
have no son — ^will you come and be as a son to 
me?" 

'* Your ladyship forgets that my Uncle Haw- 
thorne has adopted me," replied Robert. 

''But you can separate from him. I could open 
to you an honourable career. You did not know 
of me nor I of you when he took you. Your 
brother will hare the training, the profession, 
and the society of gentlemen — ^why should you 
be his inferior ? You are no true Nugent if you 
refuse." 

''I am no true Nugent, madam. I do not claim 
their name or their character at all," Robert said, 
quietly. 

"You have their pride, sir, whatever else 
you lack," retorted Lady Leigh, frowning. 
"Am I to understand that you abide by your 
base bartering life? — that you remain where 
you are and grow into a mere trader, whose 
highest ambition is to be some day Mayor of 
Walton ? " 

VOL. I. 
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To this Bobcrt YonchBafed neilhar look 
answer — perhaps he could not. 

^Yoa do not speak^" added ladj Le%k, 
more gentlj* ** Indeed, yonrs k a fide wUd 
none with Kogent blood in his vdns sbosld 
brooL^ 

^^I did not choose the diafaooour of karin^ 
Nugent blood in mj ▼eins," said Bobert, kindling. 
^^I have neither name nor kindred except mj 
brother^ and I have no ambition except to live 
peaceably in the station where misfivtime kas 
placed me." 

'^ Yon speak well, Bobert, bnt I wish yon wonki 
come with me. The Nugents have been proud of 
their left-hand sons before, and they shall be prond 
of them again.'' 

** While our mother was alive, Cyrus and I 
elected how and with whom we should live. I 
shall never alter my determination.'' 

*' You may deny us with your lips, but 
that pride in your heart will alwsTS betray 
you." 

'' It is enough that it does not tempt me now to 
leave my uncle Joshua." 
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Lady Leigh forced a laugh. She liked the boy, 
and was grievottsly disappointed at not gaining her 
wilL She resumed her plea still more urgently; 
recited advantages, indulgences, honours, luxuries, 
that he would enjoy with her; but from first to 
last, Robert was unmoved* At length she said, 
^ If you repent of your present resolution, will 
yon seek me ? '' He could safely promise that he 
would. Then she added, '' And though you will 
not live with me, will you acknowledge me so far 
as to come to my house as a firiend. Tour bro- 
ther will visit me, and you will meet him." 

Robert was sorely tempted, but he said at 
length, ^I would rather Cyrus came to me 
here." 

**Tou refuse me everything 1 " Lady Leigh 
rose irefully and grasped her stick to depart 

''Madam, I have not thanked you for your 
intended kindness* I do thank you gratefully," 
said Robert, ''most grateftJly." 

" I would rather you tad accepted it ever so 
unthankfiilly." 

And so Lady Leigh went her way, chafing over 
her disappointment, and Lilian Carlton, to Lady 

2 
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Kngen^s deep regret, remained still in captiTitv. 
Every Sondaj, morning and evening, sitting in 
their stalls at the ACnster service, the d o wag e r 
ladies conld look down npon the iDegitiniate son 
whom thqr wonld have been so glad to call heir 
to all their £unilj honours. Robert never glanced 
towards them, but he was often consdons of two 
pairs of dark, age-dimmed eyes watching him; 
and perhaps the lad had rebellions and ambitions 
dreams sometimes which tempted him to accept 
their lofty patronage. Was it the Kngent pride 
or some worthier impulse that helped him to 
vanquish them, I wonder. I think it was his 
keen resentftil memory of his mother^s wrongs, 
received from the hands of one of those same 
right honourable Kugents. Robert Hawthorne 
was not of a shallow, pliant, forgiving temper, 
and already he had begun to feel some of the 
pains and penalties attached to his position. 
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VIII. 

And he had not yet done being tempted to 
abandon his fealty to the firm of Hawthorne and 
C0.5 if temptation it could be called. One after- 
noon^ while crossing the market-place boimd on 
an errand &om Maiden Lane^ he suddenly heard 
himself pursued^ and called upon to stop in a 
voice that made his heart leap. Turning rounds he 
found himself fece to face with his brother Cyrus. 
The two boys grasped hands^ but for a moment 
both were too glad to speak. Then it was, — 

" Why, Cyr, you have dropped firom the 
clouds," and — 

<^ Oh I Robin, how capital it is to see your dear 
old face 1 " 

And then they looked each other over, Cyrus's 
eye catching the homely details of Robertas every- 
day apprentice dress, but Robert seeing only how 
Cyrus was grown, and how handsome and happy 
he appeared. 
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''I was on my way to Maiden Lane when 
I saw yon," Cyrus began to explain; **let us 
get into some shady spot by ourselves^ for I have 
a hundred things to tell you. Oh I Robin, I wish 
we could be always together ; you seem so natural 
to me, you know — not at all like anybody else," 

In these hot midsummer days there was no 
place so cool or shady as the aisles of the Min- 
ster church, so the lads plunged through its dark 
arched gates into the twilight silence of the 
northern transept, and pacing to and fro, linked 
arm in arm, proceeded to xmbosom themselves 
of their respective experiences since their separa- 
tion. Cyrus was always ihe more fluent talker 
of the two, but neither of them found any de- 
tails trivial or unmteresting. Robert learnt the 
obnoxiousness of the young Leasowes Nugents, 
and the Rev. Samuel Miles's personal peculiari- 
ties; the delights of Highland glens, midland 
hunting counties, and London sights ; and Cyrus 
was made acquainted with Uncle Joshua, and 
Pussy, and Tom Aldin, and Dorothea Sancton. 
When they came to speak more immediately of 
themselves, it was observable that they dropped 
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their voices to a lower key; and that» at firsts 
each ayoided meeting the other's eye. 

** It is impossible for my father to be kinder to 
me than lie is," Cyrus said, quietly. "I have 
never told you yet that he will have me called 
by his own name, Cyrus Hawthorne Nugent. 
Indeed, some people regard me as his heir." 

This was the poor lad's own delusion. 

"But you will never so regard yourself, dear 
Cyr ? because it could not be in reality, you 
know," Bobert replied. 

" Why not ? ". 

" Because Sir Philip Nugent's principal estates 
are entailed, and go to his cousin Nugent of the 
Leasowes. My uncle Joshua explained it all to 
me one evening, and he -understands it" 

Cyrus looked intensely mortified, and was silent 
until Robert asked where he was staying in 
Walton. 

'^ I am at Lady Leigh's. My father went to 
Lady Nugent's and left me at the Mitre with 
Mr. Miles, but Lady Leigh came and took me 
to her house. She is a fierce old woman, but I 
like her; she told me how you' had refused to 
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let her do anything for you. Why did you, 
Robin ? You and I shall be so different as we 
grow up,'' 

"We need not cease to love each other— 
that is the only difference for which I should 
care.'' 

''Or I either. But I say, Robin, is it not 
strange that Uncle Joshua should be living as 
a paltry tradesman in the midst of all the Nu- 
gents ? " 

*' There is nothing paltry about Uncle Joshua, 
Cyr, and so you would allow if you knew him. 
I have sometimes wished he did not live here, 
but as it cannot be helped, I try not to care." 

'' It would be an unceasing mortification to me ; 
indeed, I think I could not bear it." 

" I am afraid, Cyr, there's many a mortification 
belonging to our position that we shall have to 
learn to bear. A score of times or more since I 
came to Walton have I wished myself the son 
of the meanest shopkeeper in the place rather 
than what I am," said Robert, fervently. 

''So should I never," was Cyrus's indignant 
reply. " I have no ambition to be ever so honestly 
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bom a clown. Ton have not forgotten old 
Scrope's books of plays, have you, Robin ?-^ 
Shakspeare's I mean." 

" No ; but I read them less than you." 

'^ I found a volume of the same last night in 
Lady Leigh's library, and took it out to read. 
Do you recollect King John ? " 

" I recollect Prince Arthur and Hubert in 
it" 

"Don't you recollect Philip Falconbridge 
too?" 

"Yes; I thmk I do. He was the son of 
Richard Coeur-de-Lion." 

" He was the bastard son of Richard Coeur-de- 
Lion. He was Plantagenet, as we are Nugent. 
He had the strength and courage and beauty 
of [his father, as we have of ours. Robin, I 
am enraged when I think of what we lose, but 
I am glad when I recall how much more we 
gain.'' 

"Ohl Cyr, but our mother 1 Can you ever 
forget our mother's sufferings?" said Robert, 
reproachftdly. 

"I never forget them, Robin. When I think 
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of her, I almost hate my father. Mj irhde soul 
rises in revolt against hinu I have a little pic- 
ture of *her copied from one he has: I wish 
you could see it Oht it is such a heantiful 
fiwel" 

''When was onr mother's face not beantifnl^ 
Cyr ? To me it always was." 

At that moment the Minftter bell began to ring 
for evening prayers, and already a few of its 
regular frequenters were entering at the sun- 
shiny western doorway, which stood wide open. 
Robert proposed that they should leave the build- 
ing and take refuge under the shady elms that 
bordered its graveyard, but instead of going out 
of the great doors, they passed through the little 
postern in the northern transept, and just as they 
were descending the moist, mossy steps they came 
in sight of an advancing group; Lady Nugent 
leaning on her son Sir Philip's arm, and Mistxess 
Alice Johnes following with the prayer and an- 
them books. At the same instant came up from 
another direction Dean Mauleverer, a big, rubi- 
cund man, a priest of a type now happily worn 
out at Walton Minster as elsewhere. He bowed 
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with gracious expansion to iihe living representa- 
tives of the family that had patronized him and 
snch as bim for gtmerations, greatly to the detri- 
ment of the Church, and then stared at the two 
boys. 

''Are these the lads I have heard of. Sir 
Philip?" cried he, in a voice husky from high 
feeding. ''Fine lads ihey are, too, and carry 
their paternity in their &ce& Tou should 
make this fiery youngster a soldier, and the 
other one of us. Beg your pardon, my Lady 
Nugent, but *I think I must give your son 
my absolutian." And so the jolly priest swept 
by with a bow and a grin, and got up in 
his public office to pray God to have mercy 
upon all miserable sinners, himself amongst the 
rest. 

The brothers had stepped aside &om the path- 
way to let the party pass, and Robert, though he 
looked directly in his father's hce, gave no sign 
of recognition— uaiiless a deep blush might be bq 
called. 

Sir Philip and his mother paused, however, 
and the former said: "I will leave you now. 



(t 
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mother, to the care of Mistress Alice Johnes, and 
join these boys." 

''Will you not go to the service? the dean 
will expect to see you," replied Lady Nugent, 
scarcely relinqnishing his arm* 

I am not in praying mood just now." 
When are you, my son ? Oh ! Philip, do not 
let your sin meet you at the gates of Ood's house 
and turn you away from it," urged Lady Nugent, 
with whispered, almost tearful vehemence. 
'' I am no Puritan you know, mother." 
" Let us go back into the church, Cyr," whis* 
pered Robert, who overheard both the plea and 
the reply, and without another word spoken they 
all entered the building. When Sir Philip and 
his mother reached their stalls, Cyrus came in 
too, but Robert betook himself to his own place 
elsewhere, and when prayers were over he was 
missing altogether. Sir Philip looked round for 
him and whispered an inquiry of Cyrus, but 
Cyrus said that as soon as the voluntary began 
he had risen and gone out. 
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IX. 

Sir Philip Nugent was not insensible to the 
mortification and pain of being thus avoided 
by Robert Hawthorne^ but on the following day^ 
accompanied by Cyrus, he went down to Maiden 
Lane bent on having an interview with him and 
Mr. Joshua Hawthorne, with a view, if possible, 
of urging on them the acceptance of Lady Leigh's 
proposal. 

Robert was at first very reluctant to appear, 
but, at last, urged by Cyrus, he went into the 
grim old parlour where his father waited, and 
permitted himself to be shaken by the hand. Per- 
haps Sir Philip Nugent had never in his life 
experienced a more uncomfortable sensation than 
he received from his son's unwilling response to 
his greeting. A few months had amazingly de- 
veloped Robert's intelligence, and with the loving 
generosity of his age and temper he had elected 
himself into his mother's partisan. In his calm, 
deep nature, underlying all it had of good, there 
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was a burning resentment against his father. He 
understood now how he must have lied to his 
deceased mother in every word and in every 
caress ; knew that the whole course of their union 
must have been one of blind devotion on her 
part and of systematic treachery on his. To 
Robert a lie was a lie^ whether spoken to men 
in the public ways or to a woman for the winning 
of her love^ and a lie was the meanest degrada- 
tion that could blot the name of gentleman. 
Robert had all this in his mind when he came 
into his father's presence — the lad could not for- 
give him what his mother had suffered — ^would 
not forgive him. 

Sir Philip was a proud man, and when he met 
the steady look with which Robert coldly regarded 
him, his feelings were something akin to shame 
and concision. By the world at large he was ac- 
counted an honourable man, and he had always so 
accounted of himself; his conscience latterly had 
refrained from inconveniencing him, but somehow 
his cloak of conventionalities did not protect him 
from the sting of his son's unloving regard. Cy- 
rus stood by, feeling the meeting very painfully. 
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and already predicating in his own mind that it 
would be useless* 

It was useless so far as changing Robert's voca- 
tion went ; he would only reiterate his resolve to 
remain a member of the firm of Hawthorne and 
Co.9 in which, of course, his unclie Jot^ua sup- 
ported him. When Lady Leigh was told of his 
obstinacj, she remarked that he had a churl's soul 
in a noble's bodj, and doubtless knew what sphere 
would best range with his common instincts. 

As. Sir Philip, more deeply wounded than he 
would have wished to show, at length rose to de- 
part, Cyrus whispered to his brother, with whom 
he was standing apart in the window, 

" Say good-bye kindlj/y Robin, our mother did 
love him, and he is our father, you know."J 

Robert coloured high and the tears sprang into 
his bright young eyes, but he gave his hand to 
Sir Philip impulsively. Sir Philip stood holding 
it, but saying nothing, for a minute or two, until 
Robert looked up into his &ce with an expression 
wonderfully like poor Mary's ; then he dropped it 
and kissed the lad's forehead — ^nature for a moment 
triumphing over all besides — ^and went out of the 
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room and out of the house without a word. Cyms 
stayed behind for a little time^ and I think the 
parting of the two brothers was even sadder than 
that which took place after their mother's death. 

They did not meet again until they were grown 
to manhood^ until the shores of youth had receded 
into indistinctness^ and they were out on the deep 
waters of life's great sea. Sir Philip Nugent 
conveyed Cyrus abroad for the further advantage 
of his education, and Robert remained at Walton 
Minster gathering the experience and skill needful 
to the future head of the firm of Hawthorne 
and Co. 



PAET SECOND. 
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'* Hbaven ! that one might read the book of fate. 
And see the reyolutions of the times. 

How chances mock, 

And changes fill the cup of alteration 
With diyers liquors ! Oh, if this were seen, 
The happiest youth, yiewing his progress through, 
What perils past, what crosses to ensue. 
Would shut the book and sit him down and die." 

Shakspea^b, King Henry IV. 
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CHAPTER THE FIRST. 

FAIR WINDS. 

** All coramoQ thingi^ each day'd erentB, 
That with the boor begin and end. 
Our pleasures and our discontents. 
Are rounds by irbich we may ascend. 

'* We have not wings, we cannot soar; 
Bui we haye feet to scale and cMmb 
By slow degrees, by more and more. 
The cloudy summits of our time. 



ft 



The heights by great men reached and kept 

Were not attuned by sudden flight, 
But they, while their compaaions slept, 

Were toiling upwards in the night." 

Longfellow, The Ladder of St Augustine, 



To be young — ^to be twenty years old — to have 
no acbes, no pains^ no regrets worthy ol the name I 
It is a glorious time, few of us know how glorious 
until we are young no more ! 

We are so like travellers with a long journey 

p 2 



212 AGAINST WIND AND TIDE. 

before them^ setting off at our topmost speed in 
the bright morning, dashing forward impetaous as 
if the miles would stretch before us to infinity^ 
wearying over the early ways that must be trod- 
den, disregarding the sunny landscape we are 
passing through, and the wayside flowers we are 
trampling down, because our eager eyes are fixed 
on some distant hill where the midday seems to 
shine with dazzling effulgence. The hill-top 
gained, we behold sterile spots, parched and 
shadowless as African deserts; it is no more all 
beautiful than the country we have traversed 
already — ^nay, we think it even less beautifuL 
Looking wistfully behind us, at last we see 
distinctly the quiet stretches of scenery, the green 
fields, and woods, and rivulets, the calm light, 
the flying showers that we made of such small 
account, and confess in our hearts that the morn- 
ing is the best time of the day, and that we have 
passed over the loveliest district our wayfaring 
feet had to tread, before we had learnt the wis- 
dom of enjoying and being thankfuL 

Children, we are impatient to grow up j travel- 
lers, we long for our journey's end ; old, we would 



FAIR WINDS. 213 

fain put back the swift hands on the dial of Time ; 
resting at strange inns^ we grow home-sick and 
heart-sick^ and would fain return. But no I For- 
ward is the word, and God's will be done I 



IL 



Cyrus and Robert Hawthorne were no wiser 
than their fellows. They had dreamed dreams, and 
seen visions, which some near future had it in 
charge to realize : we shall know how that future 
kept its promise by and by. Meanwhile, hope 
made their hearts light, and their step buoyant, 
and they addressed themselves to their life-journey 
with good courage. 

Great events had been happening in the world 
while they were boys ; but, at last, after long and 
cruel convulsions — after revolutions in which kings 
were overthrown, and princes became as the 
basest amongst the people — after wars, where 
thousands of brave soldiers were ploughed into 
the furrows of death, and thousands of innocent 
homes were made desolate — ^peace spread her white 



214 AGAINST WIND AND TIDE. 

wings oyer the earth, and men rested under thdjr 
shadow in safety* There were poet-giants living 
in the land in those days — men of spiritnal might, 
heroes in the lists of Parnassus, against whom the 
belligerent critics ran a tilt in vain! High- 
seated in the saddle of popular favour, they 
shook the lance of defiance in their foemen's 
blinkmg visage, and rode their career triumphant, 
nnannoyed save by the dust and reek of their 
own praises* Little smooth-faced innocents stood 
by, open-mouthed and wide -eared, swallowing 
the dust, and the reek, and the damour of the 
fiunous ones, until, being dazed, they fancied 
themselves inspired, and began to pipe] forth 
an echo— an echo exceeding small — of die great 
men's songs ; then mounting the wooden hobby- 
horse of self-gratolaticHQ, they clattered stiff-le^ed 
into ibe arena, casting iinselly gauntlets right and 
left; but lol in a turn or two they were over- 
tiburown, and their puny lives trampled out to an 
accompaniment of homd shouts and laughter. 

Parnassus is strewn with the untimely bones of 
these slaughtered innocents. 

Amidst the throng at its loudest, there one 
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brigbt day appeared a ruddy-cheeked^ am<^ous 
David, fair-fronted and conrageona. The gcizziei 
warriors r^cognifled in him a revival of their own 
exuberant yo^tii^ and greyed him with cheers. 
He was bold-eyed as one who fears no maji, ruby- 
lipped, and white-browed as one who will win 
the love of women. His voice was pleasant to 
the ear, melodious and touching, the overflow of 
a full passionate heart, into whose sweetness the 
tooth of no decay has bitten. The giants bade 
him ride the race for immortality with them, so 
the youth sprang -upon his fiery ctmrser, and 
pranced into the mSlde amongst the best, shaking 
his hyacinthine locks, and crying ^' Eureka I " ere 
the struggle was well begun. 

Skwly, steadily, young David 1 bridle thy 
impetuous pride I the race ib Bot always to the 
swift nor the battle to tiie strong ! In the dust of 
the trampled ooorse lies many a stout hero dis- 
crowned, oT^^ridden, tmreoogjoisaUe save by the 
few soiled leaves of bay, dutched in his sketeton 
hand. The prize hangs high. To gaia it iliou 
must reach and look upward — not to Ihe ground 
where rewards of gold lie for thy taking — ^not to 
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either hand for mob-applause — ^but upward and 
onward^ upward and onward I 

Dazzled already I Ah^ heedless David! not 
long shalt thou ride with the heroes^ unless thou 
wilt look to thy ways, as all who have travelled 
far have looked before thee I 



III. 



Which being interpreted signifies in plain 
English^ that Cyrus Hawthorne Nugent, when in 
his twenty-first year, did cause to be printed and 
published a collection of songs and ballads by him 
conceived and composed, and that the collection 
aforesaid waa warmly welcomed by the poetry- 
reading public, praised by the great literary dons, 
and tenderly handled by the minor critics. This 
gracious reception not . imnaturally elated the 
youthful aspirant after fame, and filled him with 
resplendent visions of the future — visions of 
crowns and glory, such as attend the dawn of 
every young poet. But the brightness of his 
rising did not eclipse the glow of old afiection, or 
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lessen its wholesome warmth in his heart. He 
wished, with innocent, loving vanity, that his 
mother had been alive to see that day, and his 
first impulse when the book was ready was to 
send a copy of it, accompanied by a most affec- 
tionate letter, to his brother Robert at Walton 
Minster; and I think he had more anxiety that 
the book should please him, than he had pleasure 
in the admiration of all his other admirers put 
together. 

The volume came to Robert by the hand of 
Lady Leigh, who had been passing the season 
at Sir Philip's house in town. The ancient dame 
arrived at her residence on the Minster Hill 
late in the evening of a fine June day ; but she 
had brought Cyrus's parcel loose in the carriage, 
and Sempronius was despatched to deliver it in 
Maiden Lane immediately. It had been a busy 
day at the varnish manufactory, and Robert was 
only just setting out for a stroll into the fields 
to refresh himself when he received it^ but, alter- 
ing his intentions, he walked off delightedly with 
his acquisition to Peter Carlton's. 

Peter and he had struck up an intimacy some 
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years before— «a intimacy which had ripened into 
a friesidship of habits and sympathy. Many a 
long discussion had they held on poets and poetry 
in general, and many a dream had they indulged 
of the place Cyrus was to take in the ranks of 
the immortals. The brothers had not met for 
more than six years, but Robert's love and vener- 
ation for Cyrus were as intense as ever, and the 
organist was the person of all others whom he 
could best talk to about him. He scarcely felt 
the ground under his feet, as he sped away to- 
wards the Minster and across its burdened grave- 
yard, to the dim old house on its farther side. 
He opened the door for himself, and stumbled 
up the dark, wide staircaae, into the room where 
Peter was just settling himself at his organ, to 
play some &vourite anthem in the twilight, ex- 
claiming^ 

^ Li^t the lamp, Peter I Cyr's book is out at 
last; here it is — ^behold it I" and he waved it 
above his head enthusiastically. 

Such a fuss over a brother's book I It sounds 
very simple in Robert Hawthorne, certainly, to 
traverse a town at dusk as if he had got wings 
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to his feet, and to burst in on an old man's 
mnsical reveries aa if with the news of an earth- 
quake. But in those days everybody's hroiheT, 
or sister, or cousin^ had not written a book; 
people's minds had fermented in another and less 
peaceable fashion, and produced works of a differ- 
ent character, from the turmoil of which the world 
was calming down — calming down thankfully, 
and with the most tame willingness, to be amused. 
There has been a wonderful outpouring of prin- 
ter's ink in these latter years, bat when Cyrus 
Hawthorne Nugent was young, to have written 
a book was rather a feather in a man's cap ; and 
Robert, in his loving simplicity, was inclined to 
regard his brother's as a very fine feather indeed. 

Peter Carlton ran out upon the stairs, and 
called over the banisters to his hou8ekeq>er, 
Tibbie, to bring a light ; but she was so leisuzidy 
in her mov^n^its that they had to wait iiill 
ten minutes before the keen edge of their curio- 
sity codd be taken off. But, at last, with Ihe 
lamp betwe^i them, iiiej sat down, one on either 
side of the ponderons oak table, and with eager 
fingers Robert tore off the covers of the predous 
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volume until it lay revealed — a slim, grey, paper- 
bound octavo with a white label on the back, 
inscribed — '^ Poems by C. H, Nugent" 

" Poems by C. H. Nugent,*' said Robert, hold- 
ing it off proudly to contemplate the effect of 
the beautiful words at a distance. 

Peter clasped his thin, yellow hands under his 
chin, and repeated them after him with low- 
voiced solemnity. He could not have spoken 
otherwise in sight of Robert's flushed face and 
bright eyes ; his young emotion was far too sin- 
cere for raillery. 

"It is a great epoch in Cyr's life, Peter; 
he is fairly launched now," said Robert, warmly. 
"Who knows how far he may go. He was 
always ambitious," and then he opened the book. 
***To my brother I to my brother I* do you 
hear, Peter? I knew there was nothing that 
could ever take his love away from me; dear^ 
dear, old Cyr I " and the young fellow kept his 
hand shading his eyes for a minute or two, look- 
ing at the dedication, which wavered up and 
down as you may have seen light waver on a 
running water. 
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** Now for some of the poems," suggested Peter, 
after a quite long enough pause. 

'* Go to your organ, Peter, and make some of 
your grand music; let me have Cyr's thoughts 
to myself first ; it seems as if I were going to 
see into his heart after all these years of separa- 
tion. I did not think I should feel it so," Robert 
pleaded. 

The organist moved away to his instrument, 
and filled the dusky house with melody to its 
remotest corner; while Robert, leaning his head 
upon his hand, turned over leaf after leaf of the 
little book, greedily devouring every line. Yes; 
devouring. He did not taste and criticise, and 
taste again, as a connoisseur or cool-blooded critic 
might do, but he read all in perfect faitli; that 
all was beautiful. But there were some that 
charmed him more than others : indeed, I fear 
that there were several resoimding, specidative, 
spasmodic strains that he hardly understood ; but 
there were others full of a tender, human in- 
terest, many of them touching on familiar scenes 
of long ago, and dear old associations which 
would have hallowed the rudest rhymes ever 
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tyro penned* *' The GraTejard on the Cliffy" 
was a picture of that rilent place where their 
modier laj buried ; the humble church, with its 
badcground of elms and chesniits, the calm sea 
fnx belowi creepmg orer the shingles with a soft, 
sibling sound, as if it spoke out of the depths 
of its great heart consolation to mourners, rose 
up before Robert's memory as vividly as the 
reality. He saw it, and the green mound and 
the low headstone, and the sunshine glancing 
through the thidi: trees to brighten its old tune* 
mossed walls. There was anoth^ piece, rery 
touching and pathetic, ^ She who lored us ; ^ 
also a reminiscence of their mother, which caused 
the tears to swell hotly into Robert's eyes; and 
when he came to the following verse— the last 
in a poem on their own boyhood-*he was £un 
to dash the glittering drops away with his hand. 
The simple lines had the prevision of what might 
be in them, and sounded like an appeal :— > 



** We have but each other, Bobin, 
In the wide, wide world to trufts 
For the lore of our mother, Bobin, 
Let tif be true and juet: 
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True and jnit to each otJier, Bobin, 
Whatever ill tongaes maj saj; 

Hoping the best of each other, Bobin, 
Tfafoogh the darkeft and donrest day. 



f$ 



''Only be you as fiuthfnl to me, Cyr, as 111 
be steady to you, and neither of us wfll ever 
want a trusty fnend,** cried Robert 

'^I believe that; I do believe that, indeed, 
Robert,'' said Peter, from his place at the organ ; 
he had paused a moment, and glanced round, to 
see what chance there was of his having his 
turn at the poetry book. No chance at all yet; 
Robert had not nearly finished with it, short as , 
most of the pieces were. 

But there were a few long ballads treating of 
love and courage, and all high and holy deeds 
and passions ; there were some sweet lyrics, breath- 
ing music even in the silent lines, and some 
fierce denimciations of social shams and tyrannies, 
that betrayed the hot young blood. Over all 
there was the richness, the wildness, the exuber- 
ance of an imchastened fancy; but from first to 
last, there was not one mean or coward thought, 
one weak or wanton sentiment As Robert read. 
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bis pride in his brother increased ; his heart 
glowed within him. 

Meanwhile^ Peter Carlton contbned to plaj 
bis deep) resounding strains; and^ as he played^ 
]iis lean, sallow countenance was all transfigured 
to an air of nobleness. Every feature, every 
limb of liim in its acute tensioui bespoke the 
enthusiast in his art lie was no longer in 
the low -ceiled, panelled, age -begrimed room, 
environed by every-day signs of use and 
homeliness, but in some grand old minster 
waking the sonorous echoes of its ghostly aisles. 
Long rolling in the arched roof, the melody 
came back to him as from another sphere, 
softened and refined. When he ceased at last, 
Robert found that he had been unconsciously 
listening for some time past with the poetry 
book shut. Peter sat silent a minute or two, 
moving his long fingers over the keys without 
eliciting any sound, and then turned to his young 
friend. 

" You arc a wizard, Peter ; you beguiled me 
9,way from Cyr's * Dream of the Angels,' ^ said 
Robert, reopening the page. 
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" The music chimed in with the song^ Robert — 
the music chimed in with the song," replied the 
organist. " Music and poetry are termed sisters. 
Head on now, and let me hear your brother's 
golden words.*' 

Robert needed no second bidding. Cyr's golden 
words, as Peter was pleased to call them, 
flowed from his tongue melodiously. He read 
The Dream, which he had chosen out already 
as his supreme favourite, with deep feeling for 
its mournful tenderness. It was homely and 
poor in comparison with many of the pieces, 
but oh! how it touched him and the elder man 
too. 

*^ Let me hear that again, Robert," the organ- 
ist once interrupted him to say, and Robert re- 
peated the passage : — 

<* Through the mists of the Hereafter, 

In the Land Eternal dwelling, 
Beyond the flood, the hitter flood of death, 
Beyond the dark and turhid swelling, 
Of aU earthly strife; 
They are waiting for us, watching. 
Watching, longing, hoping, praying. 
In the Land Eternal I 

TOL. I. Q 
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" All who lored uf , oU oar darling*, 
Gone before ui o'er the deep; 
Moving through our llyei at thadowf , 
Dim as Tisiont of our sleep. 

Live now the better life. 
We shall see their holy faces, 
We shall hear their loving voices, 
In the Land Eternal I" 

^' Lilian's mother is there^ Robert,'' said Peter, 
softly ; '^ she was scarcely more than a girl 'when 
she died." 

There was a few minutes' pause, and then 
Robert read on to the end of the poem. 

^ I am not sure that the creed your brother seems 
to have got hold of will quite square with the Pro- 
testant faith," the organist observed dubiously, and 
Robert himself seemed rather puzzled at some of 
the closing sentiments of the piece. *' However," 
added Peter, cheerfully, " we must allow all thought- 
ful young men, thoughtful young poets especially, 
to have their speculations. It is a phase of mind 
they pass through as wine passes through fermen- 
tation, to become clearer and stronger in the end." 

Peter's argument appeared no soimder than 
Cyrus's religious views, but Robert suffered it to 
pass, and Peter went on to say what strange hearts 
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those people must liave who believe that we shall 
carry none of our earthly affections and interests 
into the other life. " When I think of dyings my 
dearest hope is to see Lucy again^" he said^ pathe* 
ticaJly. " Ay, and I %hall see her I Heaven would 
be no heaven to me^ but a place of strangers^ if I 
did not see her sweet £su:e first of all." 

" Well, Peter, it is lucky for both of us that we 
are not bound to accept the vagaries of ovx great 
preachers as revelations. Dean Mauleverer gave 
us a picture of hell in his last Sunday morning's 
discourse-you would hear it? » 

'^ Yes, I have heard it three times, but I am in 
no wise scared yet Robert, isn't it a nuurvellQus 
thing how men, learned in most other matters, can 
get up into a pulpit and string together sentence 
after sentence as hollow as a drum, and lies every 
one, attributing to the great and merciM God 
acts that in a man we should have no scruple in 
calling devilish ? False interpreters are they surely 
of the words of Him who is justice, mercy, truth, 
and love beyond all our understanding. There 
are awful things scattered up and down in His 
book, but I leave 'em alone. In my own in- 

Q2 
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dividual person I have far more need of His 
tenderness than of His judgment, and IVe a real 
comfort in reflecting that neither Dean Mauleverer 
nor any other member of any one of the many 
sects into which the Christian Church is split 
nowadays will have a voice on the Great Judg- 
ment Day, unless it be to cry for mercy on them- 
selves," 

"We may all be grateful for that. Hard 
measure would some of them deal to e^h other 
if they had the chance. Charity's garments are 
of fashion very short and scrimp as some denounc- 
ing pietists fit them by the line and rule of their 
own creed." 

" A just observation, young man, a very just 
observation. Christianity, which is a system of 
love and charity embodied, was made for a uni- 
versal world, not for a walled-in screed of it, as 
first one and then another new-light apostle 
preaches. But go on with the poems, Robert, for 
it seems to me that we shall get as heterodox as 
Cyrus if we discuss these questions any longer, 
and a heterodox organist who dare rail at deans 
will not reign long in the loft of Walton Minster.'' 
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"But it is late, Peter — ^you know my uncle's 
rules ; I must be going home." 

" You are all in good time ; it is only striking 
half-past nine by the Minster now. If you wait, 
we shall have Lilian — ^the child will not go to bed 
without running over for five minutes to see her 
old father when she has been so long away. So 
read on to pass the time." 

Robert opened the book and was just about to 
resume, when through the window, set wide to 
admit the summer evening air, a rush of light feet 
was heard on the pavement below. Peter stalked 
to the door and opened it with a hasty jerk. There 
was a flash and flutter of something white against 
the blackness of the yawning stair, and then Lilian 
came in. 



IV. 



Lilian came in ; a slender, shy, virginal thing, 
rosy with delight at her return to her father 
after a three months' absence ; pleased to be told 
that she had grown taller, older, prettier ; pleased to 
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see him so glad^ pleased with everything ; a crea- 
ture fair as a flower^ and full of the frolic of child- 
hood just merging into sweet maidenhood ; out 
of hreath with racing down the Minster Hill and 
across the graveyard, her dark hood flown hack 
from her head, her mantle clasped at the throat 
with one tiny gloveless hand ; not a trace of tra- 
vel-weariness about her, body and spuit radiant 
with the verve and glow of youtlu 

When she had embraced her &ther, she glanced 
towards Robert Hawthorne, who stood up and 
bowed before her less in recognition than in 
homage, and she returned the courtesy with the 
formal stateliness of her fine breeding. A mo- 
ment or two, and then, as if the occasion called for 
something more, she said : 

" I saw Mr, Cyrus, your brother, the day be- 
fore we left London. Have you received the 
present Lady Leigh was to bring you from 
him?" 

^^Yes, Sempronius brought it to Maiden Lane 
this evening,'^ and Robert showed the volume in 
his hand. 

** I know it — it is his poetry. Everybody was 
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talking about it in town. They say it is full of 
genius." 

Robert coloured high with gratification at the 
words from such beautiful lips. 

"You know Cyrus well?" said he, eagerly. 
** Tell me what he is like now — it is so long since 
I have seen him — ^not since we were boys." 

" What is he like ? " repeated Lilian, with a re- 
flective, painstaking air. " He is like Sir Philip 
Nugent in the face, but he is not so tall ; he is not 
so tall as you, and he is dark complexioned. He 
has an ardent fiery look. Lady Leigh says, not the 
look of a common-place person at all. Everybody 
admires him, and everybody likes him. Some- 
times he is very lively and amusing, but not always, 
and I think he is very proud." 

" Poor Cyr, so he was long ago, but he was 
always a favourite — ^nobody could help loving 
him," said Robert, gratefully. 

Here Peter interposed, askings '^ Well, Lilian, 
let me hear something about yourself now. What 
charmed you most in Babylon, the Great? Did 
you hear any fine music? did you go to any grand 
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'^Both music and sights enough, father, and 
I had some lessons with masters. It was a plea- 
sant time, but I am glad to be home again." 

Peter Carlton caressed his daughter and told 
her she was a good girl, and he hoped they should 
live by them two selves some day. Meanwhile 
Robert Hawthorne passed unobserved from the 
room and left them alone. Then Lilian's tongue 
was loosed to good purpose, and she told her 
&ther of all the great singers and musicians 
whom Lady Leigh had taken or sent her to hear. 
Lady Leigh was very liberal in encouraging her 
proUgieU taste for music. This was Peter's pet 
subject, and his poor ears ached with envy to 
hear them too. But for him there were no 
delightful holidays for visiting that far-off London, 
and no spare ten-pound notes to carry him there 
either. 

''I shall die without beholding my mother's 
Italy, and without hearing any of the famous 
men and women you talk about so &miliarly, 
Lily," said he, half laughing, half sighing. 

" Who knows, father ? you may become quite 
a pilgrim, and go to pay homage at all the 
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shrines, living and dead^ that you love to think 
of." 

**Who knows, indeed, Lily, when we cannot 
see a hand's breadth into the future ? But come 
and listen ; I have been getting up this glorious 
mass for you, and I am sure you will like it You 
must hear a part to-night;" and the enthusiast 
moved off to his organ. Lilian had promised 
Lady Leigh not to stay long, but she could not 
resist her father's wish to give her ^pleasure ; so 
she lingered and lingered, until a full hour had 
elapsed. The moon was up and shining brightly 
when Peter took her home and left her at Lady 
Leigh's garden door. She had to receive a sharp 
reproof from her patroness, but then she had her 
reward in thinking she had made her &ther 
happy. 



V. 



Mr. Joshua Hawthorne, on hearing of Lady 
Leigh's civility to Robert^ told him that it was 
incumbent upon him to go and deliver his thanks 
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in person ; and> with less reluctance than might 
have been anticipated^ the young man donned his 
Sunday suit and went Sempronius, as he after- 
wards confessed, mistook him for a gentleman 
and ushered him straight to her ladyship's morn- 
ing room, where she received her most familiar 
friends; 

Lady Leigh was sitting in her great tapestry 
chair with her gold-headed stick leant up beside 
her, dictating a letter to Lilian Carlton at the 
writing-table, and at the same time wielding two 
immensely long ivory knitting-needles, with which 
she had but a few minutes before chastised a 
black-eyed little damsel, who was now omameni- 
ing a remote comer of the room and scowling at 
her patroness over her shoulder like an incipient 
thunderstorm. She was the last proUgie of the 
Walton benefactress of orphans, a child of half- 
Spanish blood, with a thin olive cheek, lips like 
the scarlet pomegranate, and a mass of loose hang- 
ing, rather coarse black hair. If excitement was 
what Lady Leigh coveted in the management of 
her charges, Lola certainly seemed likely to give 
her enough of it Poor Madame Lefevre was not 
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there; Death had kindly dispensed her from 
farther exile and farther servitade^ and dismissed 
her home ; bat instead of giving her a successor^ 
as Lilian Carlton grew up into a fair^ intelligent, 
gently-nartured girl, her patroness gradually ad- 
vanced her to the post of half companion and half 
pet, and found herself greatly advantaged diereby. 
As Robert Hawthorne entered the room Lady 
Leigh immediately recognised him, and a deep red 
suffased her dark face as she loftily returned his 
bow of profound respect. They had never met 
since, as a boy, he had rejected all her offers of 
patronage ; but she remembered that time much 
more vividly than he did, because it had been to 
her ever since a secret mortification and disappoint- 
ment Perhaps even yet she felt a grudge against 
liim on account of it, for she was not a woman of a 
placable temper. She waved her hand towards a 
chair as a sign that she wished him to be seated, 
and bade Lilian Carlton retire to a distant table* 
Robert coloured too, and the speech of elaborate 
thanks that he had been composing and polishing 
ever since he left the break&st table in Maiden 
Lane entirely slipped his memory, and he said. 
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with a straightforward simplicity which was both 
more pleasing and more effective — 

*' I have come to thank your ladyship for re- 
membering me and my brother's parcel when you 
arrived last night" 

**Will you not be seated?" said the great 
lady, rather sofkened. ''I never forget my 
friends' commissions, and your brother Cyrus 
is a favourite of mine. You have read his little 
book through already — Uiat I scarcely need ask." 

" Yes, last night, before I slept." 

" Well, it is a pretty beginning for him. He is 
one of the most promising and attractive young 
men I have ever known. He is already distin- 
guished, and if he goes on as well as he has begun, 
his own genius will override all obstacles. But 
are you pleased or disappointed? I tell Cyrus 
that his book is less brilliant than himself ; and I 
want to know what the melancholy vein in it signi- 
fies. Is it the intuitive perception of genius into 
the evils to come? I remark that young poets 
are mostly dismal — ^what are they dismal for? " 

'' I cannot enlighten your ladyship, but I think 
I can understand my brother." 
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" The poetic element is not strongly developed 
in you ; if I remember rightly, you were always 
devoted to the prose of life ? " 

Robert bowed assent to this sarcasm, and, 
glancing towards the otlier end of the room, he 
encountered Lilian Carlton's eyes. They imme- 
diately reverted to her secretary work, but not 
before he had seen the wistful, half-laughing cu- 
riosity they expressed. Lady Leigh detected the 
momentary meeting of these two pairs of young 
eyes and coughed ominously ; she perceived that 
the devotee of the prose of life had soul enough 
to feel the influence of maiden beauty. 

" Lola, if you are good, you may come out of the 
corner and go play," said she; and a moment after, 
" Lilian, go with her." 

Robert furtively watched Lilian's gentle move- 
ments as she put her papers together, and acknow- 
ledged her formal curtsey with a bow as formal 
But once or twice after she was gone out, he 
answered Lady Leigh's remarks at very queer 
cross purposes, while he was speculating inter- 
nally when and where he should see her again ; 
and having his attention fixed on the window, he 
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presently observed her with Lola going down the 
shrubbery : all at once remembering that he had 
accomplished his mission of presenting his thanks 
to Lady Leigh^ it struck him that he ought to go. 
This time she said not a single word of his com- 
ing again, and perhaps the young man felt a little 
mortified. 

The dark little girl and Lilian were gathering 
posies in the borders as he passed on his way to 
the gate, and Lilian looked up at him with a smile, 
aa if she would like to speak were the chance 
given her. Robert paused, of course, and asked 
if she thought her father well when she saw 
him the [night before— he was not usually bashful, 
but it was strange how confosed he got over the 
common-place question. Lilian replied that she 
thought her &ther looking very well, and that she 
thanked Robert very much for his kindness to 
him in her absence. 

There was a shrill imperative tinkle of Lady 
Leigh's bell as she spoke, and little Lola ex- 
claimed, with mischievous, precocious malice— 

" My Lady Leigh sees you firom her window — 
that ring is for you, Lilian ; come away ! " 
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Lilian dropped her flowers from her gathered- 
up apron in the sudden jerk, Lola gave her arm, 
and, before Bobert could collect and restore them 
to her. Lady Leigh's bell sounded again. She 
went off hastily, half laughing, and Robert could 
not be quite sure whether the glow on her 
face was a blush or merely a soft reflection from 
the rose-coloured bows under her hat She had 
a lovely face, whichever it was ; such a serene, 
bright face as will haunt an unoccupied imagina- 
tion weeks and months after it has passed from 
actual vision — ^haunt it so steadily, so pertina- 
ciously that, at last, the heart takes its impression 
too, and holds it fli> a precious memory. 

Robert Hawthorne's imagination of twenty was 
susceptible to beauty, as most young men's imagina- 
tions are, and Lilian Carlton's &ce began to blend 
itself from this day forth with many a deeply che- 
rished though long unspoken thought. If he had 
possessed his brother's genius, he would have 
rhymed her into immortality — ^rhymed upon her 
as a divinity most likely; that being the light in 
which the youihftd mind inclines to contemplate 
what it adores. The divinities do not become 
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women until by and by. It is not till the smoke 
declines that the fire bums ardently — not till airy 
fancies evaporate that passion begins to glow. 



VI. 



Most men's and women's lives advance only 
step by step along tracks beaten level already by 
thousands^ by millions of mortal feet that have 
trodden them through shine and shower and 
ceased from the earth generation after genera- 
tion, in weariness and quietness. Great events 
are not common in individual experience; we 
may sometimes think they are, but it is that 
we each of us magnify our private joys and 
sorrows into a vast importance, and only in sight 
of the grand consummation of all things do they 
diminish to their real weight and worth. Here 
and there one straying from the highway fidls 
over a precipice and is lost; another climbs a 
mole-hill and fancies himself a giant amongst 
his fellows; a third, with the seal of God on 
his forehead, leaves light behind for the guidance 
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and warning of wayfarers yet to follow. But the 
mass walk^ or stumble^ or crawl along^ undistin- 
guished and undistinguishing ; no one knowing 
their numbers, no one seeing their cares, trials, 
and temptations, no one heeding them but the 
All-Father. We have been told how He regards 
them; how He discriminates each unit of the 
moving myriads : and, I suppose, on an occasion, 
most of us can make shift to remember and 
confess it; confess it in general terms, that is; 
admitting that we are all of one common clay, 
that we have all the same beginning and the 
same ending — the same bodies to cherish and the 
same souls to save. 

But from the supercilious tone each caste, even 
yet, adopts towards those below it we may well 
doubt the acceptance of these lip-acknowledged 
truths in hearts whose pride they fail to leaven. 
It is a curious study to observe how each little 
clique of humanity has its lower class to look 
down upon with a comfortable superiority. How 
the wholesale dealer in peimy wares ignores the 
retail vendor thereof; how the spruce professional 
holds himself aloof from vulgar trade ; and how 

VOL. I. B 
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the great man, the patriardial sqoire of msuaj 
descents^ traceable back for centtiries, the great 
man high above them all^ esteems them all alike^ 
and clans them en masse as the middle orders. 
Yet the shades of difference are infinite and 
infinitesimal ; only we must be dwelling amongst 
them to discern them : from such loftj eminences 
as those on which fortj years ago stood my Lady 
Leigh they are quite imperceptible* 

The opinions she held and expounded hove not 
yet ceased to prerail amongst remote and s«mi* 
civilized commnnities^— nay^ let me be bold and 
say at once that they have not ceased to prevail 
wherever they prevailed when she lived and 
reigned in Walton, Caste is as strong as ever, 
thongh exdusivism may have lowered its head 
and partaken occasionally of hnmble-pie with 
quite low-bom people^ but m her day it was a 
power in the State. The skilful surgeon who 
saved her ladyship's life in more than one 
grievous sickness came to her ladyship's back 
door^ and talked to her ladyship's butler in the 
servants' hall until summoned to feel her lady* 
ship's pulse. The Reverend Paul Wilson^ a 
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devout, learned, hard-working, young curate, the 
son of a smaU farmer in the neighbourhood, a 
foundation boy at the grammar school, a prize man 
and feUow at coUege, shared her ladyship's hat- 
cheon occasionafly, but never her solemn repasts of 
state with fiir less worthy pilkrs of the Church ; 
nevertheless, when the waters of affliction were 
stirred about her hdyship's soul, it was at his 
lips that she sought her spiritual help and con- 
solation. He had a gift that way,' she said, and 
must be a blessing amongst the poor and dis- 
tressed. In her own sight and in that of Walton 
generally, she was a highly consistent Christian 
woman, but she would have been astonished and 
indignant had any one dared to suggest that 
these people were her equals, perhaps mor*— 
perhaps her superiors in all that constitutes real 
wortL It has been said before that my Lady 
Leigh's prejudices were very strong. To the 
really poor and humble she was charitable, con- 
siderate, and kind, though domineering; but a 
ehopkeeper she could not abide ; a shopkeeper in 
the abstract, that is ; for to the tradespeople whom 
she herself patronized she was very civil She 
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uttered the word '^shopkeeper** with contempt 
To her imagination it presented ideas of vulgar 
ostentatious wealth amongst the best^ and of 
ignorance^ arrogance^ coarseness of mind^ coarse- 
ness of manners^ greedy overreaching, and mean* 
ness amongst the baser sort — all the odious, petty 
vices from which the refined mind revolts. She 
could not have mated her plausible generalities 
with a tangible fact through all the round of her 
experience, but that was of small consequence. 
My Lady Leigh's ideal of a shopkeeper was so 
and so, upset it who could. The appearance of 
young Robert Hawthorne in her own house had 
awakened this slumbering dislike in her mind. 
In the afternoon it happened that Lady Nugent 
visited her sister-in-law, and after more interest- 
ing themes had been exhausted he became the 
subject of conversation. Lilian Carlton and 
Mistress Alice Johnes were both in the pre- 
sence. 

*^ Helena^ I have had Cyrus's brother here this 
morning; I had brought him the little book of 
poems, and he came to acknowledge itj" said Lady 
Leigh, casually. 
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Lady Nugent exclaimed — ** Indeed ! " and looked 
for further information. 

"He is a superior young man; quite out of 
bis place as a shopkeeper ; but, I suppose, as he 
grows older and is more mixed up with that sort 
of people, he will become just as vulgar and coarse 
as the rest of them." 

Mistress Alice Johnes seemed fidgeted ; she had 
shopkeeping cousins in Wales; and even Lilian 
coloured a little, and looked at her patroness with 
something very like a sparkle of anger in her 
beautiful eyes. 

" Why vulgar and coarse, Augusta ? " remon- 
strated Lady Nugent. " I always liked his coun- 
tenance and air." 

'^ He has a fine person ; indeed, he is handsomer 
than Cyrus — ^but I am not speaking of that* His 
tone must be bad." 

**Is his manner obtrusive? What do you 
mean?" 

" No, not obtrusive ; his manner is quite what 
it should be. No, not quite what it should be 
for a shopkeeper, but only quite what it should 
be for — for himself, in fact. He has the same 
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spirit he had when a boy, and I can aee that 
he forgets nothing." 

<^He shows aelf-respect, Angiutay tiiat is it, 
and therafi«e I do not see why he need sink at 
alL Mr. Joshua Hawthorne, who has had his 
l»ringing up, is a highly deserving person, and, 
yes — ^you may laugh, Augusta, but I do not know 
anywhere a more coarteons old man — he hjis a 
fine manner — ^you have said so yonrsdf before 
now, and only half in jest." 

'* I admit it — he is quite an old bean ; I do nx^ 
know where he learnt his graces." 

'^ Allow tiiem to be innaie; good feding and 
good manners ane rarely separated. Perhaps 
Robert employs his leisure in some of those 
sckntzfic or 'artistic puzsoits that Phil^ says are 
rathei: cultiyated amongst young men nowadays; 
collecting geological specimens tx bniteirflieSy or 
classifying plants, I mean ; or pedzaps he reads, 
and reading always elevates the tone of pei^le'fi 
minda»" 

Lady Leigh smiled again indulgently, and with 
these sc^estions Bobert Hawthorne was dripped 
quietly back into his obscurity. 
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VII. 

I feel bound in h^nestj to confesfl^ however^ 
that Robi^ Hawthonie did not austain and im^ 
prove his mind as Lady Nugent eneouraged h^ 
sister-in-Iaw^to hope. His acquaintance with geo* 
logy was limited to a vague recollection of the 
treatises he had read on the sunny doorstep of 
the old scboolhouse at Chinelyn, under Master 
Scrope's supervisicKi^ and his knowledge of butter- 
flies and flowers to obserrations made during field 
and wayside walks with Dpcodiea and George 
Sancton, after the long day's work in Maiden 
Lane was ended. On Sundays acid winter^ights 
he read a good deal; but his taste, and indeed 
his opportunities, lay chiefly amiCMEigst old-&shioned 
books, such as were also his uncle's fevourites. 
These he knew thoroughly ; the standard poets-»> 
read for Cyrus's sake^-^Izaak Walton's Lives, 
George Herbert's and Bish<^ Leighton's works, 
and Burt<Hi's Anatomy of Melancholy were fami- 
liar to him, and from his preferring these and 
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such as these to lighter books^ it will be under- 
stood that the tone of the young man's mind was 
grave — almost too grave for his years — and possi- 
bly rather narrow. Tou see, he had not had the 
advantage of an enlarged education, and while 
still very young, he had been fixed down amongst 
the practicalities of what was to be to the end his 
station in life- 
People who do not know this kind of existence, 
would hardly believe how sufficing it is when en- 
countered consistently and conscientiously ; how it 
can even stave off the boredom which will often 
assail actively pursued pleasure, as well as luxu- 
rious do-nothingness ; how, in &ct, good men, and 
men who, with wider opportunities, might have 
been great, will go through with it for their three- 
score years and ten, and die in the satisfaction 
of having done their appointed duty in their day 
and generation, full as well as men of far higher 
mark in the world. Robert Hawthorne suited 
his condition, and it suited him. His boyish 
discontents had vanished from it as morning 
mists vanish when the sun strengthens to midday 
heat 
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A foil number of hours* work on work-days 
and leisure evenings^ all the more precious for 
their brevity, carried him on insensibly from 
week to week, and month to month. In and out 
at Peter Carlton's, in and out at Miss Eabble- 
white's, had been for a year or two back his 
liveliest enjoyments. He was very fond of George 
Sancton, and he looked upon Dorothea as a most 
sage and pleasant elder sister, and all the family 
at the tea-shop, including a little doggess called 
Prim, which Dorothea had recently adopted, were 
very fond of him. As for that fantastical old 
woman, Mrs. Deborah Eliotson, she regarded him 
with as litde favour as ever, only she had grown 
more cautious about how she attempted to do him 
any disservice. 

Tou may think these but bald materials where- 
with to fomish forth the opening of any man's 
life, but is not every life foil of a pettiness of 
detail, a continuous monotony of repetition ? This 
is the well-trodden road we all travel, while 
throbbing in every breast amongst us is a heart 
to love, to endure, to enjoy, and to suffer ; and let 
the track be rough or smooth, high or low, there 
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will be timM on the jonmej whm ercrj W07- 
Suei^t heart will expend to embrace m joy or 
contract under the sting of « aharp ngomy, mid 
Robert Hawthorne ahall no more eaci^ tfana his 
fellows. 
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CHAPTER THE SECOND. 

EBB AND FLOW. 

" Thbbe is a garden in her face. 

Where roses and white lilies grow; 

A heuvealy paradise is that place, 
Wbei»u aE pleasant firoits 4o grow; 

There cherries grow that none may \my, 

Till cherry-ripe themselres do cry. 

" Her eyes like angds watch them BtiU, 

Her lm>ws like bended bows do stand. 
Threatening with piorcing firowns to kiU 

All that approach with eye or hand 
These sacred cherries to come nigh, 
Titt ch^ary-ripe thesuwlT'es da ery." 

An Hourt^s Recreation in Mveicke. 
HiOHABD Allison, 1606. 

I. 

Ths feftst of St Wilfred was always k^ as a 
higk daj and holiday among the richest and 
poorest of the people of Walton. The Minster 
hells rang it in cheerily, before the drowsy town 
was half astir, and everybody rose np with festive 
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intentions. These homely merry-makings are 
gone • out of fashion nowadays ; we have learnt 
to enjoy ourselves in a severer and discreeter 
manner ; but our grandfathers and grandmothers^ 
in the middle class especially^ made of them great 
events; — made of them times for reunion] of 
scattered kinsfolk/for the healing of quarrels^ and 
bringing together again of divided friends. The 
feast fell early in August^ when the trees about the 
market-cross were full of a dusky green shadow, 
when the last of the hay-harvest was ingathered, 
and the first of the reaping was not begun; so that 
the country people were free to come in crowds to 
partake of the moderate dissipations of the fair times. 
The bow window of old-maid Kibblewhite's 
best parlour overlooked on this occasion the 
busiest scene of all the year. The swing-boats, 
the whirligigs, the shows, with their discordant 
bands of music, and delusive exterior delineations 
of giants, dwarfs, and two-headed beasts, were 
ranged along the upper end of the market>-place, 
and skirting the pavement stood the stalls of 
children's toys, of sweeties for the treating of 
sweethearts, with fluttering warblers, dream-books. 
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and fortune-telling books^ in gorgeous covers^ 
hanging from tbe laths that supported their 
awnings. Mistress Nannie Brigget and her 
commh'ea abandoned for the nonce their baskets 
of plump poultry and fresh eggs^ and sat, like 
venerable Pomonas, amidst teaming stores of 
fruit, ripe and luscious, rosy and purple and 
golden, dealing out lavish ha'porths to the young- 
sters that patronized them. Market-day or fair-day, 
Nannie Brigget never lacked excess of customers ; 
but the favourite who always had the pick of her 
treasures at St Wilfred's was Dorothea Sancton. 

From early morning, Dorothea kept a casual 
watch upon the stands round the Cross imtil she saw 
her ancient friend established among her blushing 
heaps of fruit; then away she went with her basket 
to cull of the choicest to fiimish forth the hospi- 
table table of old-maid Eabblewhite, who enter- 
tained that day relatives, friends, and select cus- 
tomers amongst the farmers' wives according to 
her immemorial practice. Any time for six or 
eight years back Dorothea had supported the bur- 
den][and responsibility of this important gathering, 
and very well she had supported it too ; for as she 
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gained in years she gained also in gravity and 
solidity of person and character. 

Nannie Brigget used always to greet her on 
St Wilfred's privileged morning with the same 
pertinent questions — ** Well, Mistress Dorothy, 
who ha* yo getten to gi' ye yer fairings to year?** 
But Dorothea never needed to blush ; for^ while 
her young companions were ^' wooed, an' married 
an' a'," she still remained uncourted in her old 
aunt's ingle nook ; her stiff tiers of curls losing 
annually a little of their natural gloss, and her 
cheeks becoming less rosily variable each suc- 
cessive season. Her brother George was quite 
the young man now, with a sanguine young 
man's amiable appreciation of the charms of blue 
eyes, coral lips, and plump contours, in the per* 
son of little Nellie Constant, the bachelor clerk's 
housekeeping niece ; and her friend Robert Haw- 
thorne had long since overtopped her by a very 
handsome head and shoulders. She used some* 
times to say, with a laugh that was not all 
mirth, that she thought she was growing down 
in the world. But, never mind, Dorothea, keep 
a good heart) There will come a St Wilfred's 
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some dBji if &ot this year^ nor the next, nor the 
next after that, when your fit work will be given 
you to do and your pre-ordained vocation will 
be discovered ; when you will bless God and be 
thankful; though if they were revealed to you 
nowj you might be tempted to rebel, and to pro- 
test that they were a long way from realizing 
any of your visions of happiness. 

But if Dorothea had not her (me special donor 
cf furingSi no particular Johnny who ^^ promised 
to buy her a bunch of blue ribbons to tie up 
ker bonny brown hair/' she had many old friends 
who never forgot her. Mr. Joshua Hawthorne 
and Mr. Reuben Otley always made her a pre- 
sent in the name of her father, their former ser- 
vUnt, which kept the thrifty and prudent damsel 
&ot only in blue ribbons, but in more substantial 
attire, from one St Wilfred's to another; and 
Kobert Hawthorne, from the first of their ac- 
quaintancej had always esteemed himself privi- 
leged to come with an offering in his hand on 
this particular festivaL At first, it was only a 
sixpenny red-velvet pincushion, heart -iShaped 
and stuffed with bran, until it was as hard as a 
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stone ; but as he grew older and possessed ampler 
pocket money, he had gradually developed^ a ge- 
nerous taste in shell-work boxes, Russia leather 
housewives, and even little articles of personal 
adornment, by which Dorothea of late years had 
come to set great store, treasuring them in a 
place by themselves and letting them grow as 
old-fashioned as if they had come out of the 
ark, before she could prevail upon herself to 
put them to their natural use. Dorothea Sanc- 
ton was not a sentimental character, but she some- 
times had rather soft and sentimental feelings, 
as she contemplated Robert Hawthorne's boyish 
gifts — fairings as he called them — sentimental 
feelings which would have astonished Robert had 
he been vain enough to suspect them, which he 
was not The lad always had a modest and 
humble appreciation of himself, but as the manly 
down on his cheek darkened, he, too, had his 
secret worship of one bright particular star, and 
all the other stars in the firmament shone for 
him in vain ; even the domestic lustre, Dorothea, 
was dull and earthly in comparison with LUian. 
At this date, when Robert Hawthorne was twenty. 
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she was scarcely gay fifteen; as innocent and 
thoughtless, and wilful and petulant, as was the 
little Lilian he and George Sancton had coaxed 
out of her sorrow six years ago, by chairing her 
round Miss Kibblewhite's parlour, sitting on their 
crossed arms. 



II. 



Miss Kibblewhite's dinner always took place 
at the primitive hour of noon, and before two 
o'clock all the guests were again dispersed to 
visit shops or stalls as their taste inclined, and 
Dorothea was free to enjoy what had long been 
to her the pleasantest part of tlie day. The 
doings of fairs please young folks of all con- 
ditions, I believe, and Lady Leigh's protig^es were 
no exceptions to the general rule. As none of 
the stir penetrated to the seclusion on the Minster 
hill, she, therefore, permitted them to accept Miss 
Kibblewhite's annual invitation to sit in her bow 
window- and look o^t upon the noisy Market-place 
while the fiin was at its height during an hour 

VOL. L 8 
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or two of the afternoon. Under the escort of 
Mistress Hilton and Sempronius^ now become a 
pompous serious footman, Lilian and Lola arrived 
as usual, and having handed them over to the 
safe custody of Dorothea, serving-man and serv- 
ing-maid went off io spend their own holiday in 
inspecting the interior of the shows. 

Dorothea, as a matter of course, always kept 
a reserve of Nanny Brigget's finest fruit for her 
pet Lilian and little Lola, and they enjoyed it as 
thoroughly as any of the ha'penny-spending urchins 
in the turmoil below. Lilian appreciated aholi* 
day with Dorothea, who was mother and elder 
sister and friend all in one to her, and Lola's 
swarthy cheeks and great black eyes glowed with 
the exhilarating sense of a rare freedom. It was 
tacitly understood by Lady Leigh, that while her 
children were in Miss Kibblewhite's best parlour^ 
none of the old maid's more homely friends should 
be admitted there, and great was Dorothea's dis- 
may when Robert Hawthorne — ^full three hours 
earlier than it was his custom to pay his visits — 
walked upstairs and in amongst them with a pretty 
French basket, containing a measure of nuts, in 
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his hand^ and told lier he had brought her some 
fairings. 

It was a very hot sunshiny afternoon and Lilian 
had flung off hat and pelerin^ and was seated 
upon a low footstool with her arm on the window- 
sill, and her round dimpled chin resting upon it, 
while her pretty soft eyes brightened over the 
humours of the fair. She blushed a little, but 
she certainly laughed, and Robert, though at 
first disconcerted by Dorothea's look of surprise, 
drew up a chair into the bow, and, pouring the 
nuts into her lap, invited the girls to crack and 
eat Now Lilian liked nuts — ^but she was rather 
shy or proud, or, perhaps, she was only reluctant 
to crack Robert's nuts, for she said she did not 
care for them much. Not so Lola. Dropping 
on her knees in front of Dorothea, she plunged 
her hand amongst them, and set her white little 
teeth to work with all the skill and vivacity of 
a squirrel — ^utterly repudiating her turn at the 
crackersi a solitary pair, which furnished Miss 
Kibblewhite's establishment. 

Robert did not eat any himself, but he was 
very dexterous in discovering the largest kernels 

82 
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and extracting them whole^ an operation which 
Lilian furtively observed, observing -also the 
length and beauty of his hands, which were true 
Nugent hands, and wondering how, as a trades- 
man, he could keep them so white and perfect 
in shape ; for she had some very queer mistaken 
notions of his occupations : she, perhaps, thought 
that in private life he became as soiled and grim 
as old Tom Aldin; or that he slaved bodily at 
making casks and filling them, and that he washed 
his face at the pump in the yard and changed his 
coat and took off a great apron before he appeared 
in the street — ^which was not quite the fact. When 
Robert had made a little heap of these best kernels, 
he divided them and offered one share to Dorothea 
and the other to Lilian, and this time Lilian made 
a rosy tinted cup of her two hands and permitted 
him to pour them in, afterwards munching them 
up with great apparent relish. 

" You do like them,** said Robert, with a fine 
blush and a little air of pleased excitement, and 
Lilian nodded and said, 

** Yes." 

" All gone 1 " cried Lola, tossing up a handful 
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of the empty shells^ "All gonel" and Robert 
sallied forth to buy another measure. 

'^ I am afraid Lady Leigh would be displeased 
if she knew of Robert Hawthorne being, here," 
suggested Dorothea, doubtfully. 

" Oh, never mind 1 it's fun ! " said Lola. ** I like 
him; he is Cyrus's brother." 

Lilian said nothing, but only looked out of the 
window to where Robert was standing at a stall 
receiving the nuts. He came back up-stairs ever so 
many steps at a time ; but Miss Kibblewhite, who 
had been shut up with a friend in the back par- 
lour before, heard him and followed. She gave 
Dorothea a glance of reproof, but Dorothea, who 
in her heart loved a bit of mischief, said, out loud, 

" It is not my fault, indeed, aunt," and Robert, 
who suspected what it meant, blushed guiltily, but 
tried to seem unconscious. 

Miss Kibblewhite had too many duties demand- 
ing her presence elsewhere to permit her to mount 
guard over the young folks then, and she was 
obliged to leave them to their innocent talk and 
laughter and nut-cracking and genuine enjoy- 
ment. They were very happy, none the less 
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hftppy, perhaps, for the secret little feeling amongst 
them of being like a set of children out of bomids 
and fearing to bo caught 

<< Do you know,'' said Lola, with a wilful toss 
of her mane, ** I like this l^ettcr than dignity ; *' 
at which everybody laughed assent. That little 
hour of irregular enjoyment was better than a 
year of afternoons of dignity. Robert did not 
stay very long, however; and when nothing of the 
second measure of nuts remained but empty shells, 
he took up the pretty basket ho had brought them 
in, filled it with Dorothea's silks and worsteds, 
hung it on her frame, and went away. 

** You will come back to tea ? " Dorothea cried 
after him. 

** Oh, yes, certainly," replied he; and I daresay 
Lilian would have liked to be asked to tea too, 
but such was not her fate ; at four o'clock Mistress 
Hilton and Sempronius reappeared and conveyed 
their young charges back to '^ dignity" and the 
Minster hill. 
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III. 



Robert Hawthorne did not become less constant 
in his visits to Peter Carlton, althongh, now that 
Lilian was come back, the organist could not com- 
plain of being all day long alone. Lilian generally 
appeared at the Minster prayers of an afternoon, 
and afterwards went home with him to make his 
solitary tea. Lady Leigh had granted her this 
indulgence at the instance of her sister, and both 
father and daughter highly appreciated it And 
about three times a week, as Lilian sat in the low 
old-fashioned window-seat with some task of 
household needlework, too delicate for Tibbie's 
bad sight and clumsy fingers, she used to see 
Robert Hawthorne's fine tall figure coming down 
the Minster hill, and through the gate into the 
churchyard ; when he had got thus far^ her eyes 
always reverted to her sewing and her fingers 
plied the needle diligently, but for all that seeming 
industry she could listen to the even beat of his 
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footstep coming across to the housc^ and could tell 
the exact moment when he would knock at the 
door and Tibbie would let him in. It was not 
often that he passed by the house and out at the 
other gate, but sometimes he did, and then 
Lilian would look up at the sky and down at the 
graves and abroad at the trees, and feel rather as 
if she were disappointed — rather as if she had 
missed something. 

And Robert, as soon as he had passed through 
the churchyard gate, could always see the outline 
of Lilian's head bent over her work; and he 
watched it until he imagined himself within range 
of her eyes should she by any chance raise it and 
look out of the window, a little compartment of 
which she always kept open. When he entered 
the room, they acknowledged each other with a 
grave bow, but for some time the words they ex- 
changed were very few indeed. At first, when he 
came after her return, she would only stay a few 
minutes, then fold up her work and go away, say- 
ing that, since her father had company, he could 
spare her earlier to Lady: Leigh, who sometimes 
grudged her coming at all ; but it was only a little 
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shyness of Robert that prompted the movement) 
for by-and-by, when she knew him better, she 
would stay out her full time — until seven o'clock 
— and occasionally even earn herself a reproof by 
lingering longer. 

These summer evenings at the organist's house 
were very pleasant. It was a rather dark, low- 
ceiled room, but it was spacious and full of odds 
and ends of antique furniture quite in harmony 
with it, and Lilian kept it cheerful all the season 
through with posies of flowers, not to mention the 
brightness of her own presence. None of those 
who were used to it ever discovered that it was 
wanting in anything. 

There is a romance, an um*eality, about the 
dawn of boy and girl love which is very touch- 
ing. Robert used to watch Lilian in the spirit 
of the meekest of devotees ; her beauty was to 
his vision something angelical, so pure and 
maidenly- and yet so bright — bright as the fresh- 
ness of lilies dew-fult amongst their leaves when 
the sun is scarcely an hour out of the east Yet 
Lilian's tongue was sometimes petulant, and her 
smile was often mischievous when he treated her 
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with a reverence such as no one else ever thought 
of according to her girlish simplicity ; and now 
and then she would answer him with a yiyadty 
that was not angelical at alL 

Lilian little thought how far off Bobert Haw- 
thorne seemed to see her. Her fine breeding, 
which showed itself in the clear^ soft intonation 
of her voice, in all her quiet gentle movements, 
in every gesture and turn of her supple, £acile 
figure, so different to the ',buxom homely charms 
of Dorothea Sancton, was like a cloud enshroud- 
ing a divinity. Lilian was not quite insensible 
to Robert's modest admiration, and most likely 
it pleased her, though she was shy and gave him 
no conscious encouragement Nevertheless, when 
one heart begins to plead with another, ever so 
silently, ever so reverently, it will be alive to the 
faintest response, and, without knowing it, Lilian 
gave Bobert many a little token such as boy- 
lovers treasure up like misers' gold. I think the 
first symptom which he accepted as wholly fisivour- 
able was the nuts at St. Wilfred's fair — ^the nuts 
which Lilian would not have and then ate up 
from his hand and liked. It was a girlish, homely 
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taste> and it dissipated some of the clouds from 
about her idea. Thenceforward it pleased him 
to watch how this beautiful young creature, who 
seemed made for holiday times and places, gra- 
dually developed domestic qualities which belong 
to women rather than to angels. She had a 
pleasant alacrity, a sunny cheerfulness, and a 
quiet precision, such as are the soul of household 
peace, and while she was in it her father's dull old 
house was happier than a palace. 

Dorothea Sancton used sometimes to rally her 
about turning into so serviceable a little person, 
and to declare that she had stolen a leaf out of 
her book; but Dorotliea, nevertheless, regarded 
her as a mere child and had no suspicion of the 
silent budding of any thoughts inconsistent with 
samplers, embroidered shepherds, and poonah- 
painting; and Lilian, not being given to self- 
examination, never sought a morbid refreshment 
in confessing any tender little feelings that began 
to stir in her heart at this time. 

They used to have a good deal of music during 
these meetings, for Bobert was passionately fond 
of it, and Peter was never backward to gratify 
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a real entliusiast He would go to his instru- 
ment and leave Robert sitting by the table with 
a volume that he rarely opened and never read, 
while Lilian plied her needle by the window. 
And, as Peter played, it was not strange that 
now and then the young people's eyes met as if 
they would have exclaimed, " How beautiful ! " 
For Peter was a musical genius though he was 
poor, obscure, and un&iended. Every phrase of 
the great composers whose works he had studied, 
he interpreted with a justness, a delicate truth, a 
power unrivalled amongst the most distinguished 
organists of the day. It was no imusual thing 
for strangers going in to Walton Minster during 
service time, to carry away an impression that 
they had heard the anthem better given there 
than they had ever heard it given in any other 
choir in the kingdom. 

Lilian had a very pretty little voice, and could 
sing sweetly and purely, but it was the one thing 
that Robert never wished her to do. Dorothea 
had the same feeling, though neither could have 
given a reasonable explanation for it; but one 
evening a remark of Peter's gave them a clue 
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to the mystery. She had been singing song 
after song, rather to herself than them, for she 
was sitting apart in the window while they were 
turning over huge dusty yellow piles of music, 
in search of some particular piece that Peter had 
mislaid, when he said, rather querulously, 

" Oh, Lily, don't, don't sing any longer — ^your 
voice is so like your poor mother's, I cannot bear 
it" 

Dorothea' had the tears in her eyes. 

**One might think it was Lucy singing here 
again," said she, softly. 

" I had forgotten you all," said Lilian, with an 
absent air ; and then, brightening up into a smile, 
she threw by her work, and joined in the search 
for the lost music. 

** You sounded as if. you were singing up in 
the clouds," Robert remarked to her, aside. 

^^ Sometimes I think I am two people — one 
here, and one I don't know where," was her 
laughing reply. 

Peter glanced at her uneasily, but at the sight 
of the lilies and roses of her face, with the mirth- 
ful sunshine over them, his countenance cleared* 
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*' Don't be mystical^ LUy*'' said he, **that 
would be too hard upon ns folks of plain nnder- 
standings ; '' and coining across the piece he wanted, 
he drew it out and went to his organ. 

To some people small pleasures are very pre- 
cious things; indeed, I think those men and 
women lead the happiest lives who take the good 
and evil just as they come, without any long 
looking forward to joys they may never grasp, or 
to storms that may blow over and never burst 
Without any philosophical intentions, Robert 
Hawthorne and Lilian Carlton were living their 
early lives thus, and if a little dream-gilding wove 
itself over the future of either, its far away 
brightness did not deaden the calm daily sun- 
shine of the present, for they were content to 
follow where God and nature might lead them, 
step by step. 



IV. 



One afternoon when Robert Hawthorne was in 
the town upon business of the firm, he saw a 
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carriage drive down the Minster hill full of 
ladies^ and with three gentlemen in attendance 
on horseback. Thej passed him rapidly^ but he 
recognised Sir Philip Nugent^ and in a slim young 
figure who rode beside him he was sure he saw 
his brother Cyrus. In the carriage were Lady 
Nugent^ Lady Leigh^ Lilian^ and little Lola ; the 
whole party took the turn from the market-place^ 
towards the Hadley road^ and were out of sight 
in a few minutes. Robert's face had flushed 
momentarily^ and he walked on a little way, 
without being quite sure of whither he was going, 
but, soon recovering from his confusion, he re- 
traced his steps, and went across the Minster 
yard to Peter Carlton's. Peter was just coming 
out on his way to the service, but he stopped 
to answer Robert's questions, and told him that 
Lilian had been in about an hour before, to bid 
him a hurried good-bye, previously to setting out 
with her patroness for Hadley Royal. Sir Philip 
Nugent had come down into the country rather 
unexpectedly, and was filling his house with com- 
pany. 
That brief glimpse of his brother had strangely 
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disturbed Robert's mind ; it was almost a sicken- 
ing disappointment to find that Cyras^ who was 
in his thoughts every hour of the day, could 
pass him and not know him. Nevertheless, pat- 
ting himself aside with that half-ashamed feeling 
that attends a pain of this sort, he went about 
what he had to do with all his usual system, 
and that accomplished, he turned his steps to- 
wards Maiden Lane, with a feeling of depression 
and anxiety such as was almost a stranger to 
his temper. 

Mrs. Deborah Eliotson was presiding over the 
tea-tray, which had just been brought in, and 
his uncle Joshua was looking through the columns 
of the Walton Courant in search of news, when 
lie entered. The old man looked up at him, and 
said kindly — 

"You don't look well this sultry weather, 
Robert; but I think we have got here what will 
set you up. Mrs. Eliotson, where is that card ? " 

Robert's face cleared instantaneously. 

"It was upon the table. Betsy must have 
removed it when she brought in the things," 
said the housekeeper, pretending to peep about 



EBB AND FLOW. 273 

for it " Look if she has put it upon the chim- 
ney-piece or in my work-basket" 

**Your brother has been here and he left it," 
added Mr. Joshua, to stave off the impatience 
that had flashed into Robert's eyes. 

The card was not found in either of the places 
indicated by the housekeeper, and from her ex- 
pression of stealthy glee, the most probable sup- 
position was that she had either destroyed or 
hidden it where it would not readily be disco- 
vered ; for she had recently developed a magpie- 
ish tendency to appropriate and conceal trifling 
matters, which she exercised on Robert's pro- 
perty more than any one else's; though it was 
not easy for her to keep her hands off anything 
that she saw lying about in a casual manner. 
Robert saw at once that search and inquiry 
would be equally vain, so, after Betsy had been 
summoned and had denied all knowledge of the 
card, he resigned himself to its loss. His uncle 
made another effort. 

"Feel in your pocket, Mrs. Eliotson; if, by 
any chance, you may have put it there," he sug- 
gested, mildly. 

VOL. L T 
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^* You know I never put anything in my pocket, 
sir,^ replied she, with a tartness which convinced 
Robert that his brother's card was lurking in the 
depths of that treacherous receptade at that very 
moment 

''Cyrus was vastly disappointed not to see 
you, and I think he wrote on the card when he 
should come into the town again* I wish I had 
observed it/' said Mr. Joshua. 

Robert conunenced his tea in patience ; he had 
resolved that when Pussy fell asleep after tea 
he would pick hor guilty pocket of his own pro- 
perty, nefarious as such a transaction might appear 
under other circumstances* 

" I had the honour of speaking to Mr. Cyrus,'' 
by-and-by said the housekeeper, blandly; ''and 
he seemed to me to have grown into a very 
fine and distinguished-looking young gentlenuoi 
indeed; only rather too haughty for his place, 
which is a pity, for we are told that pride goeth 
before destruction, and a haughty spirit be&re a 
fall, and none of us would like to see him so 
humbled." 

Neither Robert nor his uncle made any re* 
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spcmse to this pious observation^ which apparently 
chafed the deliverer, for she became rather im- 
petuous in her way of handling the crockery, 
and, as a climax, upset a cup of tea, which she 
was about to hand to Robert ; in ostentatious 
haste she wafled out her handkerchief to stay 
the flood until Betsy could arrive, and, in so 
doing, jerked Cyrus's card from her pocket 
upon the carpet With boyish vivacity, Robert 
was down upon it in an instant, and only just 
in time, for if Pussy's movements were stealthy, 
on occasions also they were swift. Her hand 
came in contact with his upon the floor, and 
Robert raised his &ce red and laughing and 
triumphant, for though he had received a slight 
scratch, he had secured the card. For some 
minutes after the scurry the housekeeper appeared 
bewildered and vacant, but she soon recovered, 
and went on exactly as if nothing had happened. 

" So sorry you were not in, dear Robin," the 
card said, '^ for I cannot come into Walton again 
till Sunday. We are at Hadley for a month and 

must meet often " There was an attempt at 

something more which had been given up, because. 
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as Mrs. Eliotson explained^ Cyrus's horse was 
fidgety and would not stand to let him write 
further^ so he threw her the card^ and rode off. 

" He will come"on Sunday — ^is that a leisure day 
amongst great folks as well as small ? ^ said Mr. 
Joshua Hawthorne. 

Robert did not much care what it was so long 
as his brother came to see him^ and all the rest of 
the week be lived in a state of the happiest antici- 
pation. But on Sunday^ instead of Cyrus in per- 
son^ there came only a messenger with a letter — a 
most disappointing substitute* 

Cyrus did not mean to be unkind : he did not 
mean to slight Robert or to be selfish^ but, the fact 
was, this meeting did not seem so great an event 
to him as to his brother, and he betrayed it He 
said in his letter that there was company at Hadley 
which be did not like to lose, and he would come 
on the following day. Robert wondered what 
company in the world would have tempted him to 
forego the sight of Cyrus even for an hour I Mrs. 
Eliotson remarked with a too visible satis&ction 
that she feared Cjrrus had grown rather too fine 
for such humble folk as they were in Maiden Lane, 
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but Robert would not hearken to that, he was 
sure he would come on the Monday. 

But on the Monday something else intervened, 
and again and again, until Robert's heart ached 
with disappointment. When he appeared, at last, it 
was with warm affection and overflowing excuses; 
but Cyrus's brother was never the one to reproach 
him, and he did not reproach him now. Cyrus 
never perceived how he had been hurt, and, fancy- 
ing that " dear old Robin " would bear with any- 
thing, he neglected him more than was quite kind 
or brotherly. 

We must accept in his excuse the plea Robert 
accepted — there was somebody at Hadley Royal 
whom he could not bear to leave. Robert 
could sympathize with him in some degree. 
The evenings at Peter Carlton's seemed very 
strange, and long, and dull, since Lilian went 
away. 



END OF VOL. I. 



LOVDOV: 

FBIITTSO BT SMITH, KLDKB AVD CO., 

LITTLE GBESK ARBOUR CO0RT, OLD BAILST, S.C. 



SYLVAN HOLT'S 
DAUGHTEE. 

By HOLME LEE, 
Author of ** Kathie Brande/' &c. &c. 

3 vols. 



" * Sylvan Holt's Daughter ' is a fascinating young woman, 
with whom we recommend our readers to make acquaintance 
for themselves. Throughout the hook there is evidence of 
great care and painstaking. It is well and solidly written. 
There is nothing slight or superficial. The author has evi- 
dently wished to do her hest, and she has succeeded in writing 
a novel that is well worth reading, and which possesses the 
cardinal virtue of heing extremely interesting." — Athenaum, 

" A really sound good hook, highly finished, true to nature, 
vigorous, passionate, honest, and sincere. The minor charac- 
ters are excellent. The landscape is strongly drawn, and yet 
left suhordinate. The dialogue runs calm and deep, and never 
stops the story ; ahove all, the authoress displays singular 
dramatic earnestness.'' — Dublin Univeraity Magazine. 

"The conception of the story has a good deal of originality, 
and the characters avoid commonplace types without heing 
unnatural or improhahle. The heroine herself is charming. 
It is a novel in which there is much to interest and please.^' — 
iVtfto Quarterly Review. 

** The well-estahlished reputation of Holme Lee as a novel 
writer, will receive an additional glory fh>m the puhlication of 
' Sylvan Holt's Daughter.' It is a charming tale of country 
life and character." — Globe, 

" It has hody and substance, and is written in carefhl and 
good English.'' — Saturday Review, 

" There is sufficient variety, sufficient novelty of situation, 
sufficient cleverness in the conduct of the plot to interest 
warmly." — Leader, 

'* There is much that is attractive in ' Sylvan Holt's Daugh- 
ter,' much that is graceful and refined, much that is fresh, 
healthy, and natural." — Press, 

'* * Sylvan Holt's Daughter ' is written with a quicker wit 
than goes to the production of the ordinary novels of the day." 
— Examiner, 

** The scenes are powerfally drawn, and as interesting as any 
we have read for some time. It is an excellent novel." — 
Morning Herald, 



KATHIE BEANDE: 

A FIRESIDE HISTORY OF A QUIET LIFE. 

By HOLME LEE, 
Author of " Sylran Holt'f Daughter," &c. &c. 

2roU, 
(il cheap edition is in the preee,) 



*' * Kathie Brando ' has a rerv definite purpose — to inculcate 
the obseryance of duty— and it is yery beautlfally told 
throughout. . . . Holme Lee is winning for herself a high 
place in the ranks of fiction. Each new tale improyes upon 
Its predecessor. * Kathie Brande * is her matured production. 
' Kathie Brande' is not merely a yery interesting noyel — ^it is a 
yery wholesome one. It should be put into the hands of 
young persons, for it teaches yirtue by example." — Critic, 

''Throughout ' Kathie Brande ' there is much sweetness, 
and considerable power of description. If any readers recog- 
nise the touches of a sorrow with which they are unhappily 
familiar, they will scarcely fail to be soothed by a work in 
which they will find so much tenderness and simplicity, and 
such a keen perception of the intimate communion between 
man and nature. . . . There is a religious atmosphere without 
any religious expressions." — Saturday Iteview. 

''Holme Lee has attempted in 'Kathie Brande' a fiction 
with greater yariety of characters, and more complication of 
interests, than in his previous tales. He has sought to engralt 
on the quaint, quiet, eyery-day life of an old country place, or 
the development and struggles of a peculhir character, pictures 
of a more fashionable existence, and scenes of more violent if 
not deeper passion." — Spectator, 

" ' Kathie Brande ' is intended to illustrate the paramount 
excellence of duty as a moving principle. It is full of beauties. 
The sketches of character are powerful, the incidents are 
graphic, and the sense of poetry displayed by the author is 
remarkably vivid." — Daily News, 

" Ghrave and quiet, as it professes to be; but able and charac- 
teristic writing, and interesting reading." — National Review, 

" ' Kathie Brande ' has a claim on the regard of all who 
appreciate the excellent, and acknowledge ;the superior, in the 
pages of fiction. The pure in heart, the exalted in spirit, are 
chronicled in the annals before us, and a source or interest 
exists, vital and for ever, in the work impressed by such on 
influence." — Sun, 
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NEW AND STANDARD WORKS 



PUBLISHED BT 



SMITH, ELDEK AND CO. 



Messrs. SMITH, ELDER and CO. respectfiiUy announce 
that they will commence, 

WITH THE NEW YEAR, 

THE FUBLICATIOK OF 

A NEW MONTHLY PERIODICAL, 

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS, 

Edited by Mr. W. M. THACEEEAT, 

Who will be a regular contributor to its pages, and with whom 
will be associated some of the most eminent Writers of the day. 

Price One Shilling, 

NEW WORKS NOW READY. 
ji Visit to the Philippine Isles in 1858-59. 

By Sir John Bowring, (governor of Hong Kong, and 
H.M.'s Plenipotentiary in China. 

Demy Svo, with numerous Illustrations y price 18«. chth. 

The Autobiography of Leigh Hunt. Revised by 

Himself, with additional Chapters by the Author and his 
Eldest Son. 

One Volume, post Sro, with a Portrait engraved on Steel from an original Drawing, 

price 7s, %d, cloth. 

Life in Spain. By Walter Thornburt. 

Two Vols, Post 8vo, With Eight Tinted Illustrations, Price One Guinea, 

On the Strength of Nations. By Andrew 

BiSSET, M.A. Post^vo. Price 9s. cloth, 

1 
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NEW WORKS NOW READY— continued. 

Heathen and Holy Lands ; or^ Sunny JDays mi 

the SalweeUf Nile^ and Jordan, By Captain J. P. Bbiggs^ 
Bengal Army. Post 8vo. Price 12«. cloth. 

Expositions of St. Paul's Epistles to the 

Corinthians. By the late Rev. Fred. W. Robektso^. 

One thick Volumey Po$t ^vo, price lOs. 6d. cloth. 

The Elements of Perspective. By John Ruskin, M^A. 

With Eighty Diagrams, Crown %vo. Price 3«. 6rf. cloth. 

Quakerism^ Past and Present ; being an Inquiry 

into the Causes of its Decline in Great Britain and Ireland. 
By John S. Rowntree. Post 8vo. Price 5s. cloth. 

*«* This Euny gained the First Prize of One Hundred Ponnds offered for the best Esssy on 

the subject. 

The Peculium ; an Essay on the Causes of the 

Decline of the Society of Friends. By Thomas Hancock. 

Post 8vo. Price 5«. cloth, 
»«• This Essay gained the Second Prize of Fifty Guineas, which was afterwards increased to 

One Hundred. 

District Duties during the Revolt in the North- 
West Provinces of India. By H. Dundas Robertson, 

Bengal Civil Service. Post Spo, with a Map, Price 9#. cloth. 

Narrative of the Mutinies in Oude. By Capt. G. 

Hutchinson, Military Secretary, Oude. Published by 

authority. Post 8vo. Price \0s. cloth, 

Australian Facts and Prospects ; with the Au- , 

thoTi^s Australian Autobiography. By R. H. Hobne, 
Author of " Orion," « The Dreamer and the Worker," &c. ' 

Small post 8i/o, price 5*., cloth, ! 

IN THE PRESS. 

Life of Edmund Malone {Editor of ShaJcspeare)y • 

vnth SelectioTiS from his Manuscript Anecdotes. By Sir I 
James Prior, Author of the " Life of Burke," ^' Life of 
Goldsmith," &c. 8vo., with Portrait . 

A New Romance. By Nathaniel Hawthorne, Author 
of the ** Scariet Letter." In Three Volumes. 

Life of Schleiermacher, as unfolded in his Letters. 

Translated from the German. 2 vols,, Post sw., with Portrait 
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IfBW PUBLICATIONS. 

Through Norway with a Knapsack. By W. M. 

Williams. Wit^ Six Tinted Views. 

Second EdiHon, I\ut iim, price ia«., cloth. 
" Ihv. WlllluM win b««n MMllnntfuMB toiin ""ThronghNorwiijwIUiiKniipMot'liBwiirk 
Oioroiieh™il«iM on ^ beau!. hl> nod kdh i^hll'luok 1> IDs Mil gu™ we know (rf lof 
•loludfl bis fl>noiirr>. It It t, utcmi mid IruM- S^Iaiur, ~ 

snilmuobplMiMillMnhlng, lnli'«v(Jlniiiii«htoB! " Kibti ohBplorotltwUllKreiiawlUl InttMlt," 
1» 'Bloi<«nlljjinj*uc«l. »iia llli™ILr Ulutlrmlod —Marnliv F^l. 



Voyage to Japan, Kamtschatka, Siberia, Tar- 

tary, and Hie Coast of China, in ff.M.S. " Barracouta." 
By J. M. TbONSOM, R-N. Sbo, with Charu <nd Vievi. 18*. chlh. 



"TMuMgiindtBMIIinit «.,„„, .—„,.„. .. 
vvOtn lu, <tippliH the^rtt HUtflHtlQ mlbnuiKiDa 
imtbtpninrtauWotJuHiMiOkaiulikkoiir- 
lug HttlMimu. . . , As (itniiialf iBMrHtliii 



1 UMru] InbrauMloD^ Tli 

_ .. jL (Hit diHl tbH bU ■■■■ 

ok DontaHi an ih* aimilttlu ot ■ took oiuAt now la know,"— J<on>Mff Btrat 
wiaiMviou'liHiliInnlMflDl'faBiE- ^"^ ■'-" ■■■'■■ --' 

To Cuba and Back. By R. H. Dasa, Author of « Two 
Years before the Mast," &c. Post seo. Price 7a ehii. 

■■Hr.DHii'ibookliisliOtudlnilaiH, n I "Ur.ruMdiioinslipnniyiriirultioril^inlr- 



pglMd. Mr. Ouu, kH b *ni to nlnt HMta bIq- 
tnnH vAU. Hlfl Tarns* uid nninm wenpiM 



■'■::''^"f,rx 



Shelley Memorials. Edited by Lady Shelley. 

Sezortd Edition. In One Volune, Post Svo. Price 7*. 6d. clolh. 



"Wa walcoma tha pfeunt Uogrubr- It pre- 
aenUflhelldy tuiiaiu)iAi«jiaiiiid«riC<KdbjlhDifl 



lis buuli or Itrla mud lUllng, irtlli nhl 
I kn one ot Iha moat utrfwrdkiijuy oiiun 



Campaigning Experiences in JRaJpootana and 

Central India during the Suppression of ike Mutiny in 
1857-8. By Mrs, Henbt Dttbeelt, Author of a 
"Joomal kept during the Russian War." 

Post Svo, mith Map. Price JOs. 6d. cloth. 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS— contfnM^i 

Life and Liberty in America. By Dk. C. Maceat. 

Second Edition, Two Volumes, Post Svo, with Ten Tinted lUustrations, 

price One Guinea, 

" ▲ blight, frMh, and hopeM book, worthy of 
the Mthor, whoM ■onus are oftenot bewnd on 
theAtlantio. Dr. Maokay writes ai healthUy as 
heatmn; deaorlbing 'Ufe' as he saw it. and 



hestmcs; oesonmng ^.^ — —.- 

'libertj* as he studied it, in the North and in 
the Boa.th."—Atketuntm, 




'* We reeotnmend these Tolmnes to 
the resalt of oareftil and diligent 
assisted by personal association, well 
to faeilitate the attainment of truiaL.**^Leader. 

** Dr. llaekaj's Tolomes are emineatljr readaMf 
and amosiug.'^— iVMff . 



The Fool of Quality. By Henby Bbooke. New and 
Revised Edition^ with Biographical Preface by the Rev. 
C. KiNGSLET, Rector of Everslev. 

7*100 Vdumes, Post Svo, with Portrait of the Author, price One Guinea. 



•* If the ' Fool of Qnalitx ' be 



led with re- 



r Qnalitx ' be peruse 
ferenoe to the period at which ft was written, m 
well as tmm its author's point of rlew. and if it 
he oonsidered as the earnest, heartfelt production 



of an accomplished gent 
philanthropist, whose life 
to do good, its exoellenoei 



ntleman and a sincere 
was deroted toelforts 



i/v »v good', its excellences, which are numy; wld 
be admitted."— JUKStrateaXoiMtoii Jr<nr«. 



William Burhe the Author of Junius. By 

JeLINGEB C. SthONS* Square. Price Zs. 6d. cloth. 



"This essay is written with much elegance of 
style and force of argument. * * * The book does 
oertainly disclose some startling data."— /<;««• 
trated London Newt. 

" By diligently comparing the letters of Junius 
with the prifftte correspondence of Edmund 



signl* 



Burke, he has elicited certain 
of which it IS impossible to 
flcanoe."— £i^«rary Oatette. 

" A week's reflection, and a second reading of 
Mr. Symons's book, have strengthened oar oooo 
▼ictlon that he has prored his emae/'-^^peetaU/r. 



A Handbook of Average ; with a Chapter on 

Arbitration. Sy Manley Hopkins. Secona Edition, 
Revised and brought down to the present time. 

Svo, Price lbs, cloths \1s, Sd, half-bound law calf, 

England and her Soldiers. By Harbiet Mabtineau. 

With Three Plates of Illustrative Diagrams, One Vol., Crown Svo, price 9s. cloth. 



" The purpose with which Miss Hartineau has 
written about England and her soldiers is purely 
practical, and equally so is the manner in which 
she has treated the subject. There is not In her 
whole roinme one line of Invectiye against indlTl- 
duals or classes. No candid reader can deny that 
this effort has been made opportunely, ably, and 
discreetly."— iSipeefator. 

" The book is remarkable for the dear, oompre- 
hensive way In which the subfect is treated. 
Great credit is due to Miss Martioean for having 
to compactly, so spiritedly, with so mneh truth or 



detail, and at the same time so much foree, placed 
the matter before the public in this interestinf 
and well-timed YohxmeJ'—Shijppinff and Merean- 
tile Gazette. 

" Miss Martineau has worked out her snitfeet 
with courage, power, and conselentloasneis. 
Faithful in Tact and noh in sugnstion, she has 

fiven us in this volume a very valuable addition 
o our present store of knowledge as the condaet 
and condition of the Crimean tnxqpt."— £<tcrary 
Oaz^te, 



" Hr. Sargant has written a very useflil sketch. 
His book is Impartial, pleasantly written, and 
excellently arranged."--Aa<t(rday Review. 

" It has the merit of going deep into the subject 
matter at one of its most vital points : and ft is 
this merit that constitutes the special value of 
Mr. Sanraut's book. His views are sensible and 
sound, they ore brought forward dearly and dls- 



Kssionately, with auiet vigour and tiling tQnf- 
ition."-A-«M. 

" Mr. Barnnt has done good aerrloe In putting 
recora some of the vagartea of the psendo> 



upon 



te pseni 
HIstic 



views 



economists of the last twenty ;, 

are sound and moderate on tlus impoortont ques- 
tion."— ^warcfiofl. 



Life in Tuscany. By Mabel Shabman Cbawfobb 

With Two Views, Post Svo, price 10*. 6</. cloth. 



"Tluan are many traces of quiet, genial humour, 
brllUant and harmless as summer llghtnlnir. 
Which agreeably relieve the more scrion« Dortlons 
S™J? "^91^- Miss Crawford's refl<>ctior:s sre an 
sound and practical as her perceptions are lively 
4 



and acute, and she has succeeded in eontrlbotlng 
a really valuable addition to that otherwise rs- 
dundant department of llteratare."— iy«s«. 

'* The peasant life in Tuscany ha«, perhaps, not 
been so well photographed before."— .litAexcirsk 



Social Innovators and their Schemes. By 
William Lucas Sabgant, Author of " The Science of 
Social Opulence," &c. 

Post Svo, price lOs, Bd, cloth. 



SMiTS, Krj:>x:B ajstd go. 

NEW" PUBLICATIONS— conhniict?. 
Sermons. By the late Eet. Frbd. W. Robebtsoh, A.M., 
Incumbent of Trinity Chapel^ Brighton. 

FmST SERIES— 5izlA Editim, Fott f^vo, ptiet Si. chlh, 
SECOND SERIES— .Si.)r(A Edition, -price 9i. cloth, 
THIRD SERIES— FoiwA Edition, Post Bpo, with Porh-ait, pHct 9>. cfort, 
*'Tlwn u« muu pttwHia, iind tbtlr niunTwr I 
inorwu unrj jw, to irbeaa Bflbwtaon'fl writ- ' 

fkeurr form or rtUctoui t«uhui^ wUeb tbe 
ninrtln. SimitaBil."-8ft*rim Jtodfli.**' 
^ngntertlnaMM ««rtr»bwt, whan 
Otn ta ■ jnMaaffiat vnHkar. £S Id tkut, 

iiuiiuniAliif(gmiHlB«UBriiian:tliUwe>n 
llaUatu.iwt |i UW wwiiirtt wnnla of n calm, 
tnol thLiiktiTp Dut to tin pBirioiutfl dHp-toD«d 
TOl» of ui AArnoBt humiui timL"— JTdlflAluvA 
CJIHif la* JfafarlM. 

Lectures and Addresses on Literary and Social 
Topics. By the late Rev. Fsed, W. Robbbtsoh. 
Post 8ro, price 7a, 6d. elolA. 

tll< ■UUA QiulitLea tb»t mada tha autbor't aer- non or BAbartqon'i mind, HTid on tbfl dlnctlon In 

mon* w jUBtLj fold BD wIdalT poooUr. Thar ^hloli It «u onfoldloB Itielf."— aahirctov fi«H#iF. 
manlhlt ilia aune ™rnoaf- Itbaral aplrtt, the i "It li <u Mjnra aDab u IheM that ftsdarloll 

»dentlo>eortruth,t)ie\iiD<dali>iiuanria,l1iairlda Bo>»rlaoii maliai thi iroclil Ida dabMr."— CimiH- 

lyiDPBthJtBndalDelBDeiBQr puri»ifl,"— £lf#rai7 tultcinil Prrm. 

atuilli, . .. ^ . . . "In thaw uddrtaaanre »ra gladdaaed iBf run 

" We ralna tbla Toluma for til tnnllDHI Uld llbenklllT or Tlaw and nnBa <ir>fii>i»Ilii bii1d;T 

7%e Life of Charlotte Sront'e. (Cderer Bell.) 
Author of "Jane Eybe," "Shirley," "Villette," <Sc. 
By Mb3. Gaskell, Author of " North and South," &c. 

Fo«rii Edition, Rtvittd, One Volume, wilA a Portrait of Miie Bnmti and 
a View of SaieoTiA Partonagt. Price It. 6it ; morocco elegant, 14». 

*' AH tha iHtflt* of Ike lltenij woAnuaihlp of dlarngard i 
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VoMT'iJIajoiiiM. 

7%e ii/e o/" ./. Deacon Hume, Esq., late 
Secretary to the Board of Trade. By the Rev. Chahle8 
Badhau. Pott ivo.priee 91., cloth. 

" K maaterl* pEeofl of blognDlilcBl nmirmtLTS. i Ln onr UUnmtart, paaulliu-lr fdU of iMAatlDB, ud 
To mInatB Mid coDBDlentEoDfl iDdaalrf ID iflHroIi' ysoullarlr frea Iroio fBOlta."— jrJof. 
tjoaBoraBTftcafuf BCjIe tud ■ slucare Ulilafi for ohlladtoauohK t[iaD,uid Ibut tba piutloulatn of 
Iba tuk ba baa In baud. Ha baa prodnoed ona of bla obiuitoLar pud otraar ihould ba VTBUrted In a 
tha molt uaeful and JudloLoui bloKrapblai axHtnt ' Wtgj%Tfiii"—BvKtator. 

New Zealand and its Colonization. By William 

SWAINBON, Esq. Demy Sm, price 14«., doth. 
"TblJlitbaninatoomplolOBiid Mmprelisnilie I nnaBtton of eolonUl idmlDlattiHon."— Ifwulw 
■OMunloribeoolonliatlonorNsTjaslBiia wtloh Chronlclt. 

Mnuil Iv artr^oDa who ftala lu lolanat In tlio BdiiuKi^ lor amUtsnti, iml Itt tatiua pi«. 



NEW PUBLICATIONS— <»n(uju«t 
Hong Kong to Manilla. By Hbhet T. Ellis, R.N. 

J^u( Buo, xnfA FtnrUm BbutraUmu, price \it. clelh. 

" TYie iiHTmtiT« rulflli thfl ohlHt of the ftathnr. | " Hr. eiUt tUkB rlTBQ bi (ha pnbLlo & molt vain- 
which 1i b» prTB«iit & llTclT HWUBt af what hfi ikh]«uu1lBl«r«alu« wgrknpDnKrwandeoiiiitn 

Gunnery in 1858: a Treatise on Rifles, Cannon, 
and Sporting Arm$. By William Geebner, Author of 
"The Gun." 

Demy Svo, nith lUuMtralima, price 14i., eb<A. 

"ThTn niiat'lDlwHI.LDa'wDTt of tke kind thM Mr to •tuid, for nuuiy IHn lo lUi^e. the eUet 

feHiui»uiiil>r«irnMI»."-SiUwduJ(«<i«. pneUc^uilkitity on the lublHt."- HUtOnv 

0uiiici7^DDt'<>li]y lo thfl profe7«laiiAl »;liiE4-iiI. I "An laHplAhlB oontrihutFon ta nrofevatonll 

h}itmivlialb9tpor%tatvL,"SaBalaitdMilUarjf | lltFriitnre, wntten In & popular flQle/'— L'HiCfd 

Phantasies: a Faerie Romance for Men and 
Women. By Gzobge MicDosiXD, Author of " Within 

and Without" F<ut s™, price lOa, 6d. alolh. 

."-S^^ " "' ■■ Iho'whole book ta tinMnot WHS 1K.MIT, with 

lod iMaui 'i«i^UiZ"-A'nii i^:, wi^'^oughl, ud'wltl) w^iruth° The 

Esmond. By W. M. Thaokbrat, Eaij. 

A NwB Edilimt, beaig ihe Third, in 0« Kc^ub; . Crovn 8tw, prrec 6i. cJotA. 

" A wt froai Ua tpnlB] Aeritt ' BiauHid ' miut of the ili .. ^■l.l Tar hlH hdmLne. 

'p^fflvOa^Wr ilonwlthniii ■'^luwMc* ujieui 
■Jin »« jltinl afUa JTiiot nna IntrnJnoSg mnuulhi 
' >*' g P " ^ *Hl'^'"S taaUimim Italr hliimr tbs nowe „,„ - i~~~. 

■j™ »MJ SStaS' T"'n'"''TB i^ij"*"'^' "'''°'' '" "' '" '''''""°'' "^ Smnudi. 

ffl lMU H MMa It miiii r.^' .. 'ttuwo An'ne'J (iu''to?li"i.'.'"r,nii™ot,''iw iMrlHd pSSSl"*: 
adongiB&kt ho iaeifK>i '■■ i,.i™ writwn ,11. nndlUn...,. inniiMiKT.iinrmnMot the aaBtiHI. 

The Education of the Human Race. Now 
fest Translated from the German of Lessibq. 

Fcap. SCO, antique clolh, price is, 
*.* This remarkable vork is now Snt published in English. 

**.,^'5*'"°°*""'™w*-"-^*"'^«^'^^°''° "All«£b™iion»gi™i7uhjMt;»ndoi»whi«ii, 
|Uu"~^'^liS*^i'''^ ^ ^"^ '° BngUih Inltidity.iaerUidiiDil^htldlau^KDVOnBlira^ 

Homely Ballads for the Working Man's 

Fireside. By Maet Sewell. 

■E'S*" J^UKjnrf. Poat 800, cJort, One Shilliiig. 



. " lunuDe mineeii 



SMITH, ELDER AJSJ3 CO. 

MR. RtTSKHT'S WOBKS OH ART. 

27ie Two Paths: heing Lectures on Art, and 

its relation to Manufactures and Decoration. 

One Volume, Crown 8w, iri'ii Two Sleel Engravings, price It. 6d. chth. 

itooHiM whMb luw ici nutertiinr Natrt- 
H> the AuUior'fl rtqmtAtlnri."— iV«tfl, 



te.'^ 


M^ti SS'&%tii^S^i^mliS 








Hon., ud 




rsi?,';s5'?Si'^;sx'i^!5?'oi 



The Elements of Drawing . 



by ■ImplBMiduunmbftrruHlDanuHuii. ThflVholi 
TDlume LB rull nf llvii\lai)tii."—}tptoCatar. 
aothlqa luwHdu n miuter, fsl tSaC noVludflni 



Modem Painters, Vol. TV. On Mountain 

Beanty. 

Jmperial Svo, with TKfrf^jiBe Illuiiralioni tngravtd on Sletl, and 
116 WoodeuUtdrawnbyllieAvaor. Price il. lOt. clolA. 

"Tbttrttmlvo -- - - .. . ^ 



'sssa'ft 



£l> tljli, tin but 



s'r^j"i^!''^™"J 



111 mta, tiHi btaa wmimilij w"ii -ill r..niiBO( 
nmtoiil Io«Uii«M,irie profnitim "f hl« Ulnstm- 
Moni fam Itnilltllile ultrMtlon n .■ ' - 1* r i /a A> irl. 



'Tha IDaru v^nina brlnfi fr 

noat efuuent uid thDnitl 



&>'iJ*i 

■c^ or knawl44ffB v»d anjoruant."— ^^ 



Modern Painters, Vol. III. Of Many Things. 



?>(Bi(&i%illwVti'lOrUu'u^vDfiiu'e7'" 



Modem Painters. Vols. I. and II. 

Imperial Svo. Vol. L, f,th EdUion. \6s. cloth. Vol. 11., 4fA Editi, 



ih. fiillDf dnp tboluM, nod dflVflloplDK 8r«l 
1 ritltttw Inlln to ■M."-«rt«rt Qiuwliro 
A 'ATT eitnordLTuuT ^Ad dnUghtfiil book, fnll 



WORKS OF MR. RJJSKlN—continwd. 
The Stones of Venice. 

CompUtt M Three Volumtt, ImptrUa 800, uilh Fify-three FlaUt and 

MnMtvu Woodcult, diiaen l/y tie AuUktr. Price 5L 15^ 6d^ cMi. 

ama. TOLum xa* bb bad sipa&itblz. 

Td. L THE FOUHDATIONS, with 31 Plates, price 2(,2», andE^tion. 

Vol. n. THE SEA STOKIES, with SO Plate*, price it. 25. 

ToL m. THE FALL, with 12 PUtea, price II. 1 1*. 6J. 

deniHlllliiU > ™rti^pp«li™.IUD, lh> trait al bfifc..! dasTK elMUBnt. "^SJlU"'"*^'"* » 
■wo gt a«U mi &B. tn^U™i^»^lnQ^J|jl^ ^"^^Vi!£m £S?«U. llSS^I^nliltaS,^^ 

BtriillSlA"—af<'l''fr. 

The Seven Lamps of Architecture. 

Second Edition, « ' ' ~ 



.aJKirsaa^-^. ^ 

odnitnBH^MalMF.Hirdl hUm ■mat, Tlw 
uUia' tf UM «ort iMloiiii to ■ olHS gr tblnkert 



Notes on the Picture Exhibitions of 1859. 

Fifth Thoiuand. Price One Shilling. 

Lectures on Architecture and Painting. 

With Foarleen Cult, drawn by the Avihor, Second Edition, Crown Sco. 
Price 8a. erf. elolh. 



o«lnv ftnd lidlou 



The Political Economy of Art. pnce 2*. 6d. cloth. 






prinolpleB. or which tome v« Amous tbe lu-tuaeft 
or HLOtent oodu. while othen jun «TolTliig ■krirlj 



.4 Portrait of John Ruskin, Esq., Engraved b>/ 
F. HoLL, Jrom a Drawing by Georqe Riohuond. 
Friiita, One Guinea; India Prooft, Tao Guineas. 



SMITH, X^XJDSS J^NT> CO. 



NEW WORKS ON INDIA AND 



EAST. 



CHRISTIANITY IN INDIA. By John 
William Katb. 8to, price 16«. 
doth. 

*' Vr. K«re hM written a hlitory of the derelop- 
ixtent of Onristlanity in India by all iti aeenolet 
and all Its manifestations. . . . His whole 
narrative is eloquent and informing, and he has 
affaln made a valuable use of his great oppor- 
tunlties and indisputable talents, so that his book 
Mill probably become a standard authority."— 
Time$. 

" Hie author traces the history of Ohristian 
H issions in India fh>m their earliest commence- 
ment down to the present time, with a light 
and graceful pen, and is not wearisomely minute, 
but Judiciously diacriminatlve."— AtAraaiMi. 

** Mr. KaTtt's is, in many respects an able book, 
and it is likely to prove a very useftil one. Mr. 
Kaye is not only most instructive nrom his femi- 
llarity with all points of detail, but he sees and 
Judges everything as it was seen and Judged by 
the great statesmen whose wisdom lias made 
British government possible in India."— iSc»<«rday 

" Seldom have we had the good fortune to read 
BO simple, thorough, and excellent a history : It 
will remain astandard book."— ifomJMiir Ckroniele. 

" Mr. Kaye has done good service to the cause 
of Ohristian missions by the publication of his 
ro\txmB."-JUu»trated Nmot of the World, 

** A clear and careful retrospect of the rise and 
progress of Ohrlstianlty in the Bast."— JBIoclf- 
tpooa't MagcuBine, 

LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 
LORD METCALFE. By J. W. 

Kate. New and Cheap Edition, 
in 2 vols., small post 8yO| with 
Portrait, price 12«. cloth. 

" Some additions which have been made to the 
present volumes, place in a strong light the saga- 
city and good sense of Lord Metcallb. . . . The 
present cEunand for a new edition is a sufBdent 
commendation of a work which has already occu- 
pied the highest rank among biographies of the 
great men of modem times."— OftMrver. 

"A new and revised edition of the lift of one 
of the greatest and purest men that ever aided 
in goTcruing India. The new edition not only 
places a very instructive book within the reach of 
a greater number of persons, but contains new 
matter of the utmost value and interest."— CH£fo. 

** One of the most valuable biographies of the 

ftresent day. This revised edition has several 
resh passages of high interest, now first inserted 
f^om among Lord Metcalfe's papers, in which his 
clear proscienoe of the dangers that threatened 
our Indian empire is remarkably shown. Both In 
•Ise and price the new edition is a great improve- 
ment on the original work."— JJeonomist. 

"This edition is revised withcare and Judgment. 
Mr. Kaye has Judiciously condensed that portion 
of his original work wuch relates to the earlier 
career of the great Indian statesman. Another 
improvement in the work will be found in the 
augmentation of that part setting forth Lord 
Metoalfo's views of the Insecurity of our Indian 
empire."— (?/o&«. 

" A much Improved edition of one of the most 
interesting political biographies in English 
literature.*^— i^oMowsf Bsvmw, 

PAPERS OF THE LATE LORD 
METCALFE. By J. W. Katb. 
Demy Svo, price 16«. cloth. 

"We commend this volume to all persons who 
like to study State papers, in which the practical 
sense of a man of the world is joined to the 
speculative sagacity or a philosophical statesman. 
Ku Indian llbrai'y shoiUd be without it."— i*r«s«. 



UFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 
SIR JOHN MALCOLM, CC.B. 
By J. W. Kate, 2 vols., 8vo, with 
Portrait Price d6«. cloth. 

*' The biography is replete with Intei'CRt and 
information, deserving to be perused by the stu- 
dent of Indian history, and sure to recommend 
itself to the general reader."— jitAmtrMm. 

/'One^of the most interesting of the recent 
bloaraphles of our great Indian statesmen."— 
National Review, 

, *' This book deserves to participate in the popu- 
larity which U was the oood fortune of Sir John 
Malcolm to va^of."—BdMlmroh Review. 

"A very valuable contribution to our Indian 
literature. We recommend it strongly to all who 
desire to learn something of the history of 
British Indla."-JV«w Qitarterlv Review. 

*' Mr. Kaye's biography is at once a contribution 
to the history of our policy and dominion in the 
East, and a worthy memorial of one of those wise 
and large hearted men whose energy and prin- 
ciple have made England great."— J»*iM«A Q«ar- 
terljf Review, 

BRITISH RULE IN INDIA. Sixth 
Thousand. By Harriet Marti- 
NBAU. Price 2a. 6J. cloth. 

. .%* A reliable class-book for examination in the 
history ot British India. 

**A good_ compendium of a great aubleot."— 
IfeUional Review. 

"A succinct and comprehensive volume."— 
Leader, 

SUGGESTIONS TOWARDS THE 
FUTURE GOVERNMENT OF 
INDIA. B^ Harriet Martineau. 
Second Edition. Demy 8yo. Price 
58, cloth. 

"As the work of an honest able writer, these 
Suggestions are well worthy of attention, and no 
doubt they will generally be duly appreciated."— 
Obeerver, 

" Genuine honest ntterances of a dear, sound 
understanding, neither obscured nor enfeebled by 

Sarty prejudice or personal selfishness. We cor- 
ialur recommend all who are in search of the 
truth to peruse and reperuse these pages."— 
DttUg If ewe. 



EIGHT MONTHS' CAMPAIGN 
AGAINST THE BENGAL SE- 
POYS, DURING THE MUTINY, 
1857. By Colonel Georob Bour- 
OHiBR, C.B., JBengal Horse Ar- 
tillery. With plans. Post 8vo. 
Price 7s. 6(f. cloth. 

**0ol. Bourchier has given a right manly, fair, 
and forcible statement of events, and the reader 
will derive much pleasure and instruction from 
his vagfi»."—Atkenaum. 

"Col. Bourchier describes the rarions opera- 
tions with a modest forgetfolness of self, as 
pleasing and as rare as the clear manly style in 
which they are narrated."— Literary Qaeette. 

"None who really desire to be more than veir 
superficially acquainted with the rise and pro- 
gress of the rebellion may consider their studies 
complete until they have read Cd. Bourchier. The 
nicely engraved plans f^m the Colonel's own 
skotones cuufer naditlunal value nnsn his contri- 
bution to the liierature or the Indian war,"— 
Leader, 
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PERSONAt AOVCNTUACSDURINQ 
THE INDIAN REBCUJON, IN 
ROHItCUND. FUTTECHUR, AND 
OUDE. By W. Edwaeds, Eiq., 
B.C.S. Fourth Eaition, post 8vo. 
Price 6«. cloth. 

" Por totiehing tnoidanti, hftlr'brMMlth 'mmm* 
And tho pttllioB of ■iifTcrttifr almost iiicrodlPM, 
thore tiKM aii(>ttAro<l nothing lik« thU lltll« t)ook or 
MTMinnl Mfvouturvii. For the Ariit time wn aeom 
ton<alt%<s thii maffntinde of ib« ntfitRtlons which 
liAVo ^M;:Allen our unlwppjr oountrymon In the 
KiMt. Tho terrible drama oornen befure u«, and we 
are by turnH b<jwll(iered with horror, elunff to 
fierce ln<llKnat(on. and mf*lt«d to team. . • . • 
Wo haves iiftru a tale ufMiifferlnK »ucu m may liave 
)>een iKiuallod, but never aurpaaiMMl. Theee real 
advent II rne, which no effort of the imagination 
can Nurpatm. wlU flod a •ympatblalug pukUo."— 
Athtinatum, . . 

"Mr. Kdwarda's narratlfo \» one of the moet 
deeply Interodtlng epieodee of a et^iry of whtcn 
theinaet ett Iklnir portions cannot lie read witliout 
emotion. JJo t^'llN hts utory with eimpllclty and 
inanilrinNN, and it lieare the Inipretm of that 
earnevt and tirinfriM^ted revnrnnce Ut the will and 
hand of (lod, whioh wa« tite utay and oonfort 
of many other brave hamrtu/'-^OuarU-an. 

" The narrative of Mr, Bdwarde'e euffmng and 
eecapc.N in full of intureet; it tells many apAiurul 
taio. but it aleo exhibits a man patient under ad* 
vcrNtty, and Ifx^king to the Ood and father of us 
tM fur guidance ana support."— /fr/^r^^ Utfcitw. 

" Araohtf the »U)ii»» of hair*breadth eitcapes in 
India this is one of the moat int«restiii|t and 
touching."- Mxaminer. 

" A fttscinatiuK little hoo'k:'-'Nation4URwl4w, 

"A very touchlrig narrative,"— £4^ OaselUt 

*'Jio aooountof it oan do it Juetlco."— C//O60. 

A LADY'S ESCAPE FROM QWA- 
LIOR DURING THE MUTINIES 
OF 1S97. By Mrh. Cooplavi>. 
Poit Bro/' Prico lOs. 6<2 

" A plain, nnrarnished tale, told in the •implest 

*' This book ts valuable ae a oontrlbttllon to the 
history of the great I ndian rebellion/'— AtA^naam, 

" Tlie merit of this book is its truth. ... It 
oontiiins notne paHsageN that never will be read 
bjr Butflishmen without emotion."— JtoomiiMr. 

THE CHAPLAIN'S NARRATIVE OF 
THE SIEQE OF DELHL By the 

liev. J. K. W. KoTToir, Chaplain 
to the Delhi Field Force. I'oat 
Bro, with a plan of the City and 
Siege Works. Price lOs. 6</. cloth. 

"A simple and touching statement, whioh bears 
the inipresa of truth in every word. It hae this 
adysjitago over the acoountM wliich iiave yet been 
published, that it supplies some of those personal 
anecdotes and minute detaili* which bring the 
evmits home to the underNtanding."— >4M#ntfwm. 

"'The Chaplain's UTarrative' is remarkable for 
Us picturn« of men in a moral and religious aspect, 
during tlM progress of a haraseing siege and 
when suddenly stricken down by the enemy or 
diseiise. ' *'-Hp9cta tor. 

"A plain, unvarniahed reoovd of what oame 
under a Field Chaplain's daily obsorration. Our 
author is a siuMiro. hardworking, and generous 
minded man. and liis work will lie most acceptable 
to the friends and relations of the many Chiistian 
heroee^ wliose fit.tfl It tells, aiul to whose later 
liours it alludes."— //«<i(l«r. 

•• A book which hns value aa a earefUl narratire 
by an eye witness of one of the most stirring 
episodes of the Indian oarapalgn, end interent as 
an earncNt rpv<ml by a (.mrUttinu mlnintor of 



soroeorths moMttoucliInK fcocnes whkh can come 
und«robsoryatlyu."-j:^/«'ari^ Oagett*, 



THE AUTOmOQRAPHY OF LUT- 
FULLAH. A MOMAMEDAN QEN- 
TLEMANy WITH AN AccotmT or 
HM ViaiT TO Ehalaiid. Edited 
by E. B. Eamtwick, Esq. Third 
Edition^ aniAU poet 8to. Price 5«. 
cloth. 

"Thfink yon, Xnnthl LntftelUih Khan f We 
hare read your book with wonder and delight. 
Your adventurea are more oortoue tb*n yoo are 
aware. . . . But your book is ehlafly atrlkiag 
for Its gentiinenesa. . . . Thj atory will aid. in 
its degree, to some sort of uoderstAndlng oC the 
Indian inaurreetlon. Profeeeor Baatwlekmadone 
a gratorul servioe in making known tt^ vnlonlMe 
volume,"— i< thtnmum, 

" Head fifty volumes of trarel, and n thonaaod 
imitations or the Oriental novel, and you wUI o<A 
get tIte flavour ofBastern life and thoogbt. or the 
KOMt of its romance, so perfsotly aa In LutntUah's 
book."— J><u/«i*. 

" Tills is a remarkable hook. Wo hare aoto* 
biographies In abundanceof Englishmen. Francb- 
men, and <;ermans ; but of AHlatlcs and MnJioBe- 
tans. few or none, ... As the autobiography 
of a Mahometan mulla,it is in itself atngutarty 
interesting. As the observationa of an eve* 
wltuees of our Indian possessions and onr pofley 
and prtjceedings in tlie pentnsuUK it po s sesses a 
valueorita own. quite diatlnet from any European 
memoHnls on the same suhti«cts."— tftoiiifara. 

" This is the freshest and most original work 



that It has been ourgotjd fortune to meet with Uft 

U 

The whole tone of flie book, the turn of mrtrf 



long. It Dears eve^ craoeof being a most genuine 
aeoottnt of tlie flMllrues and d«>inaa of the antlior. 



thouaht, the assoeiation of ideaa. tha alloakms, 
areajl fresh to the English reader; it opena np a 
new vein, and many will be a«u>tiiahed to DDd 
how rich a vein It is. LutfulhUi ia by no aenoa an 
ordinary specimen of his Ywat,"—Econoi^i»i, 

"ThiH voritableautobiography.reada like a mix- 
ture of the Mfe and Adventure of Gil Blaa, with 
those of the Three Calendars."— OlaA«. 

" As an autobiography, the book iaresr euvteaa* 
It bears the strongeet resembhtnoe to dU Bine of 
anything we have ever rmA,**'-Mp4otator. 

THE CRISIS IN THE PUNJAa 

By Ebbdbrick IL Coopbb, Eaq., 
C. 8., Umritair. Poet 8vo, with 
Map. Price 78, 6</« doth. 

"The book la full of terribla Interaai. Tha nar- 
rative is written with vigour and eameatneaa, 
and is full or the moat trnglo Interaat."— 
heonomUt. 

" One of the most Interesting and splrltad boofca 
which ItAvo sprung out of the sepoy miUligr."^ 
Qlobi, 

THE DEFENCE OF LUCKNOWt 

A BTAFF-OrriCER's Diajiy, By 
Captain TiioMAa 7. WiLtov, Idth 
Bengal N.L, Afsistant A4iuUuit- 
OineraL Sixth Thouaand. With 
I>lan of the Kesidency. Small poet 
8vo. Price 2#. 6(/. 



. ** Unadorned and simple, the etory !•• 

less, an eloquent one. This is a narratire not to 

l>e Uild down until the laet line haa been read."— 

Isuder, 

"The Staff-Oflloer's I>l*ry ia aln|pla luid brief, 
and has a special intereat, fnaemuen aa it giree a 
fuller account than we iwve elaewbere aeen of 
those operations whioh wrre the ohief human 
means of salvation to our friends in tMoknow. 
The MtafT'Otneer brings home to us, Yty hie details, 
the nature of that un'icrKrouiid content, upon the 
rtisuitorwhtnli the fate of the iN'leaguorsdganiaon 
especially depended."— iC^rttminfr. 
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THE ur£ OF MAHOHKT AND 
HISTORY OF ISLAM TO THE 
ERA OF THE HEGIRA. Bf 
WiujAM HnimEsq., Ben)i«l Civil 
Service. 2 vols., 8vo. Pirice 3as. 
cloth. 
"Thft moiC perfect life of Mfchotnat In the 

E«lteh iBo^nfle. or Tfii'tmfH la kn; other. . . . 

VIEWS AND OPINIONS OF BRIGA- 
DIER-GENERAL JACOB, C.B. 

E.lited by Capt. Lewis Pellt. 
Demv Sv-o. Price ISs, cloth. 






THE PAR8EES : their Histoht, 
Religion, Mankrrs iSD Customs. 
By BosABHOi Framjec. Fo9t 
e»o. Price 10s. cloth. 



"An socaiiUbln edilltlDii to our Ulentnn. 31 
B»Te aw»iy?([»llii!rBd ImtMliar, Anil (orlnoii knlo 
A ibnpely wbole."— £'«Hicfeiif^ 

THE VITAL STATISTICS OF THE 
EUROPEAN AND NATIVE AR- 
MIES IN INDIA. By Joseph 

EwART, M. D., Bengal Medical 
Service. Demy 8vo. Price 9». 
doth. 



INDIAN SCENES AND CHARAC- 
TERS, Sketch GD raou Life, 
By Prince Aleiis Solttkoff. 
Sixteen Plates in Tinted Litho- 
graphy, with Descrlptiont. Editeii 
by E. B. Eabtwick, Biq., F.R.S. 
Culombier folio, hnlf-bound in 
morocco, prints, 3^ Rs. ; prooTs 
(only 80 copies printed), il. 4s, 



NARRATIVE OF THE MISSION 
FROM THE GOVERNOR-GENE- 
RAL OF INDtA TO THE COURT 
OFAVAIN1SS9. WithNoticss 

OF THE CoirarBT, GOVSRNMKST, 

AND People. By Capt. Hbkrt 

Tdlb, Bengal Eogincers. Imperial 
8vo, with 24 ptdtcB (12 coloured), 
SO woodcuts, and 4 maps. Ele- 
gantly boand in doth, with gilt 
edges, price 2/. ISs. Sd. 

'*A vtikMj TDlume La floraeoui folden corFra. 
IDh m book ■■ In our tine* ft rar^tj- IjirirP, 
■iilnL iM li«Dtl^_ln^lt^(,,ll » Uluecnieil 




^SS™,. „ .„., 

IMinn. art, wid the snndM loleneee, ■• icetl ne 
much {nKrmHUw «%> '^^^^"''^ relMon ol 
thlnBa.eBiieetenTDf theiutLqtiltlee. Hronnt oulj 
thor open up m to orl^n or tho Bum«eo elFle. 
uid the eplanduur <tf the empire. ubturlH Mo. — 

" OlkptAln Tula. ] □ t he preiMTRtloD of the epIenOld 



TIGER SHOOTING IN INDIA. By 

Lieutenant William Rice, S5th 
Bombny N. I. Super royal 8vo. 
With 12 plates in chromo-Utbo- 
graphy. Price 21». cloth. 



!:'i£ 
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Dolonred plMee from HptritiH] deblsiie hr the 

THE COMMERCE OF INDIA WITH 
EUROPE, AND ITS POLITICAL 
EFFECTS. By B. A. Irvino, 
Esq. PoatSvo. Price 7>. 6d. doth. 



■>voEKS i>ubi:j:sh:ei> by 



WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST. 



THE ENCUSH IN WESTERN INDIA : 

BBIKO THS EaKLT HiBTOHT OF THE 

Factobt at Surat, or Boxbat. 
By Phiup Andsbson, A.M. 2ad 
editioD, 8to, price 11$. dotb. 

"Qualiitt oiurloiiiu Mid wniittiig, (his Tolame 
deseribM, from old nuuiaaortpU and otMCare 
book!, the liflB of Bniltoh mercIuuiU in an Indian 
TmotoTj. It contain* tmh and amnsinf BO««ip. 
all bearing on events and oharaeters of lusXorioal 

*' A book of permanent Tslne.**— Ctaardiati. 

UFE IN ANCIENT INDIA. By Mn. 
Sfbih. With Sixty niastrations 
by G. ScHABF. 8to, price 15«., 
efegantly bound in doth, gilt edges. 

'*WhoeTer desires to hare the best, the oom- 
pletest. and the most popular riew of what 
Oriental sehirtars hare made known to us respeot- 
inie Anetent India mnst peruse the work of Mrs. 
Bpeir: in whieh he will find the storytold in 
dear, eorrect, and unaJIbeted BagUsh. The book 
is admirably got np."— JSSrasitasr. 

THE CAUVERY, KISTNAH, AND 
GiODAVERYs being a Bbpobt 

ON THB WOBKS CONBTBUCTED ON 
THOSE BiTEBS, FOB THE IbBIOATION 

or Pbotinces in the Pbesidbnct 

or Madbas. By B. Baibd Smith, 

F.G.S., Lt.-CoL Bengal Engineers, 

&c., &c. In demy Sro, vith 19 

Plans, price 28«. doth. 

*'A most ooiioiis and interesting work.'*— 
Xean^mitt, 

THE BHILSA TOPES ; ob, Buddhist 
Monuments or Centbal India. 
By Mf^or Cunninoham. One toL, 
8yo, with Thirty-three Plates, 
price 30«. doth. 

**0f the Topes opened in rarions parts of India 
none hare yielded so rich a hanrest of important 
information as those of Bhilsa. opened by Major 
Cunningham and Lieut. Malsey : and which are 
deseribed. with an abundance of highly curious 
gnkphjo fflustnitions, in this most interesting 

THE CHINESE AND THEIR REBEL- 
LIONS. By Thomas Tatlob 
Meadows. One thick rolunie, 8to, 
with Maps, price 18«. cloth. 

*' Mr. Meadows* book is the work of a learned, 
conscientious, and observant person, and really 
important in many respects."— ISmes. 

"Mr. Meadows has produced a work which 
deserves to be studied by all who wouMmiu a true 
appreciation of Chinese character. I^rmation 
is sown broad-cast throufl^ ereiy page."— 

ADDISON'S TRAITS AND STORIES 

OF ANGLO-INDIAN UFE. With 

Eight BlostratioDS, price 5<. doth. 

"An enterti^ing and instmctire Tdame of 
Indian anecdotec^Jfilttarif gpectator, 

4ti-^*S*^* I*"? J!*®'*fiL ^"H calculated to 
innstrate Anglo Indian lift and the domestic 
manners and naUts of Hindostan."— OftterMr. 



^'^jAj^asantooUeotion of amusing «necdote8l" 
'la 



TRACTS ON THE NATIVE ARMY 
OF INDIA. By Brigadier-General 
Jacob, CB, 8to, price 28, %d, 

ROYLE ON THE CULTURE AND 
COMMERCE OF COTTON IN 
INDIA. 8yo, price 18». doth. 

ROYLTS RBROUS PLANTS OF 

INDIA FITTED FOB COBDAGE, 

Clothing, and Papeb. 8to, price 
12«. doth. 

ROYLFS PRODUCTIVE RE- 
SOURCES OF INDIA. Super 
royal 8to, price 14«. doth. 

ROYLFS REVIEW OF THE MEA- 
SURES ADOPTED IN INDIA FOR 
THE IMPROVED CULTURE OF 
COTTON. 8yo, 2«. &/. doth. 

A SKETCH OF ASSAM: 

with some Account of the Hill 
Tbibeb. Coloured Plates, Svo, 
price 14«. doth. 

BUTLER'S TRAVELS AND ADVEN- 
TURES IN ASSAM. One foL 8yo, 
with Plates, price 12«. cloth. 

DR. WILSON ON INFANTICIDE IN 
WESTERN INDIA. Demy 8to, 
price 12«. 

WARING ON ABSCESS IN THE 
UVER. 8yo, price 3«. 6(/. 

LAURIPS SECOND BURMESE 
WAR — RANGOON. Post 8to. 
with Plates, price 2^. 6</. doth. 

LAURIE'S PEGU. Post 8to, price 
14«. doth. 

IR VINO'S THEORY AND PRACTICE 
OF CASTE. Sto, price 5«. doth. 

THE BOMBAY QUARTERLY 
REVIEW. Nos. 1 to 9 at 5«., 10 to 
14, price 6«. each. 

BAILLirS LAND TAX OF INDIA. 

ACCOBDING TO THE MOOHUMMUDAN 

Ijkw. 8vo, price 6«. doth. 

BAILLIPS MOOHUMMUDAN LAW 
OF SALE. 870, price^ 14<. cloth. 

BAILLIPS MOOHUMMUDAN LAW 
OF INHERITANCE. 8yo, price 
99. doth. 



J 



SZMITII, EILDEU J^NT> CO. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



ANNALS OF BRITISH LEGIS- 
LATION, ▲ Classified Suhmaby 
oi* Fabliaubntabt Fapbbs. Ei. 
by Professor Leonb Levi. The 
yearly issue consists of 1,000 pages, 
super royal 8vo, and the Subscrip- 
tion is Two Guineas, payable in 
advance. The Thirty-fourth Part 
is just issued, commencing the 
Third Year's Issue. Volumes L to 
IV. may be had, price 4/. 4«. cloth. 

"A Bertea that will, if it be always mftnaffod m 
it now la hy Profaasor Leri. lasc aa Ions aa tiiere 
romaina a Legialature In Great Britain. Theae 
Annala are to crive the esaence of work done and 
information garnered for the State darlnc each 
legislative year, a aummary description or every 
Act paaaed, a digeat of the vital flMta contained 
in every Blue Book issued, and of all dooumenta 
relating to the public bualnesa of the country. 
The aertea will live, while generationa of men die. 
if it be maintained in its old Me as ably and aa 
oonsolentionsly aa it ia now m Ita youth."— 
JBxaminer. 

*'The idea was admirable, nor doea the execu- 
tion fMl abort of the plan. To accomplish thia 
effectively, and at the same time briefly, was not 
an easy task ; but Profsasor Levi haa nndertaken 
it with Kreat success. The work ia essentially a 
guide, n will aatiaty thoae perMua who rejBr to 
it merely for general purpoaea. while it will direct 
the research of others whose investigations take 
a v'ider range."— ^tAMuntm. 

CAPTIVITY OF RUSSIAN 
PRINCESSES IN SHAMIUS 
SERAGLIO. Translated from the 
Russian, by H. S. Edwabds. With 
an authentic Portrait of Sharoil, a 
Plan of his House, and a Map. Post 
8vo, price 10«. 6(/. cloth. 

*' A book than which there are flew novels more 
interesting. It is a romance of the Cauoaaus. 
The account of life in the house of Shamil is Aill 
And very entertaining ; and of Shamil himself we 
see mntti."— Examiner. 

" The story ia certainly one of the moat enrioua 
we have read ; it oontaina the beat popular notice 
of the social polity of Shamil and the manners of 



his people."— Xeader. 

"The narrative ia 
Athencmm, 



well worth reading.'*' 



SHARPENS HISTORIC NOTES ON 
THE OLD AND NEW TESTA- 
MENT. Third and ReTised Edition. 
Post Svo, price 78, cloth. 



** An tneatimable aid to tbe clergyman, reader, 
city-missionary. and Sunday-school teaoher." 
"JUuttriUed New$ tfthe World. 

" A learned and aenaible book."— 2ira<<oiia< £•• 

ELUS'S (WILLIAM; RELIGION IN 

COMMON LIFE. Post 8yo, price 

7«. 6(/. cloth. 

*'A book addreaaed to young people of the 
upper ten thouaand upon aooial dutiea,"— 
iawmimer, 

** Leaaona in PoUtleal Eeomomy tor yoong people 
1qraak&nUhind.'*-£eoMNni«/. 



THE OXFORD MUSEUM. By 

Hbnbt W. Acland, MJ)., and 
John Ruskin, A.M. Post 8vo, 
vith three Illustrations, i^ice 
2s. Sd. cloth. 

" Everyone who oarea for the advance of true 
learning, and deairea to note an onward 9tep, 
ahould Duy and read thia little Tolume."— Iforn- 
ing Herald, 

" There ia aa much aigniflcanee in the oooaaion 
of thia little volume aa intereat inthe bookitaelt." 
—Spectator, 

THE ENDOWED SCHOOLS OF 
IRELAND. By Hasbiet Mab- 
TiNBAU. 8to. Price 3«. 6d,, cloth 
boards. 

"The fHenda of education will do well to poa- 
aesa themaelvea of thia book,"— Spectator, 

PARISH'S (CAPT. A.) SEA 
OFFICER'S MANUAL. Second 
Edition, Small Post 870, price 5«. 
cloth. 

"A very lucid and oompendloua manual. We 
would recommend youths intent upon a aeafkuing 
lilb to atudy It,"— AtkefUBum. 

"A little book that ought to be in great requeat 
among young aeamen."— JBxa«»»7Mr. 

ANTIQUITIES OF KERTCH, 

AMD RbSEABCBBS IK THB ClH- 
MEBIAX BOSPHORU8. By DUNCAK 

McPhersok, M.D., of the Madras 
Army, E.B.G.S., M.A.I. Imp. 4to, 
with Fourteen Plates and numerous 
Illustrations, including Eight 
Coloured Fac-Similes of Relics of 
Antique Art, price Two Guineas. 

"It ia a volume which deaervea the oareftd 
attention of every atudent of daaaical antiquity. 
No one can fUl to be pleaaed with a work which 
haa so much to attract the eye and to gratify the 
love of beauty and elegance in design. . . ; • 
The book is got up with great care and taste, 
and forma one of the handaomest works that have 
recently isaued ttom the Engllah preea."— 
Satwraay SevietB, 

WESTQARTH'S VICTORIA, 

AND THB AUSTBALIAN GOLD M1NE8 

IN 1857. Post 8to, with Maps, price 
lOs, 6d, cloth. 

*'Xr. Weatgarth haa produced a reliable and 
readable book well atooked with information, and 
pleaaantly interaperaed with inoidenta of travel 
and viewa of eolonial UflB. It ia (dear, aenaible, 
and auggeative."— iltA«iuntm. 

" A Uvely aeoonnt of the moat wonderlU bit of 
colonial experience that the world's Uatory haa 
fUmished."--JV7am<jier. 

"We think Xr. Westoarth's book much the 
beat which has apjpearea on Australia since the 
great crisis in its hfatory ."—)$at«rday Review, 

" A rational, vigorous, illuatrative report upon 
the progreaa of UTe greateat odony in Auatralla." 
—Leader, 

"The volume eontaina a large amount of 
atatiatioal and praetionl information relating to 
Ylotoria.">6^«cta<or. 
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AVOKKS I>UIH:-ISIXEX> BY 



UlSCELLASEOUS— continued. 



TAULER'S LIFE AND SERMONS. 
Translated by MIm SusAinrA Wunc- 
woHra. With a Pre&ce by the 
Ber. Chakles Kihoslbt. Small 
4to, printed on Tinted Paper, and 
bound in Antique Style, with red 
edgea, auitaUe for a Present. 
Price 78. Gd. 

*' MiM Winkworth has done a Mnriee. not only 
to ehtireh histonr and to titoratnre. but to those 
who Mek ftimpre and tme-bcarted devotlcmal 
readinv. or who desire to kindle their own piety 
through the example o' aaintly men, by producing 
a rery instructiTe, complete, and deeply iiitoreat- 
Inc life or Taoler.and by grlnng tonealvoaaample 
of Tattler's sermone tanefully and Tisorously 
translated."— Owordiaa. 

'* No dllferenee of opinion ean be fblt as to the 
iutrin sic value of these sermons, or the genera) 
interest attaching to this book. Ae Sermons 
are well i^elected, and the translation exoellent." 
'-Atkenmum, 

CHANDLESS'S VISIT TO SALT 
LAKE : SEIKO ▲ Joubket across 

THE PtAlNS TO THE MoRMON 

Sbttxemekts at Utah. Post8vo, 
with a Map, price is. 6(/. doth. 

** Mr. Chandless ia an impartial obaerrer of tbe 
If ormons. He gives a taU account of the nature 
of the country, the religion of the Mormons, their 

Evernment, fnstitutions. morality, and the singu- 
r relationship of the sexes, with its oonse- 
q uenoes."— Crt/ic. 

"Tboee who would nnderatand what Xor- 
momsm is can do no bettor than read this 
anthentio, thouf^ ligbt and Urely volume."— 
Leiider. 

" Itimpreneathereaderasfalthfta.**— JVoflonal 
Meview, 

DOUBLEDAVS LIFE OF SIR 
ROBERT PEEL. Two Tolomes, 
Svo, price 18«. doth. 

" It is a good book of its kind. . . . It la well 
worth reading, and very pleaaaaUy and aenaibly 
■WT\ttou."—Siiturdaif Renew. 

"ThisbioKraphy is a work of great meritCeon- 
aeientiously prepared, plain, fdear, and practictUly 
In toresting .* '—Leader. 

" It is a production of great merit, and we hall 
it AS a most valuable contribution to economical 
and atotistical science."- A*tM«A Quartorfv. 

CAYLErS EUROPEAN REVOLU- 
TIONS OF 1848, Crown Sro, 
price 6tf. cloth. 

J^Mr.C^iyle^ has evidently studied his snldeet 

"' " ■ an 




Quarterlifl 
" Two Instmetive Tolnmea."— 0&serv»r. 



New 



BUNSEN'S (CHEVALIER) SIGNS 
OF THE TIMES ; ob. The Dak- 
OBBB TO Religious Liberty is 
THE Present Dat. Translated by 
Miss Susanna Winkworth. One 
Tolame, 8vo, price 5*. doth. 

" Dr. Bnnsen is doing good service, not only to 
nls country but to Christendom, by sounding an 
alarm touching the dangers to religions liberty 



ly in 



the preaent stato of the world."— A-i^tM Qaor 
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THE COURT OF HENRY VUL: 
BBiNa A Selection of the 
Despatches op Sebastian Gius- 
TiNiAN, Venetian Ambassador, 
1515-1519. Translated by Raw- 
DOK Brown. Two vols., crown 8 to, 
price 21«. doth. 

"It Is seldom that a page of genuine old historr 
Is reproduced for us with as much evidence of 
painstaking and real love of the snt\)eet as in the 
•election or despatohes made and edited by Mr. 
Kawdon Braway—TitMe, 

•• Most ably edited."— Pra««r'« Magazine, 

PAYN'S STORIES AND SKETCHES. 

Post 8vo, price 28, 6rf. doth. 

"A volume of pleasant reading. Some of the 

Sipern have true Attic salt in them."— Zeterarv 
azette. 

"Mr. Payn is gay, spirited, observant, and show* 
no little knowledge of men and books. "—J>ad0r. 
*'A most amusing volume, full of humorous 
adventure and pleasant satire."— Press. 

STONEY'S RESIDENCE IN TAS- 
MANIA. Demy 8to, with Plates, 
Cats, and a Map, price 14«. cloth. 

_"Aplaln and clear account of the colonies in 
Van Diemen's Land."— ilfJk«iUB»ia. 

"A perfect guide-book to Van Diemen's Land." 
BxamtHer. 

" One of the most accurately descriptive books 
upon Vnn Diemeu's Land that we remember to 
have naA."—Xew Quarterly. 

THE PRINCIPLES OF ACRICUU 
TURE ; ESPECIALLY Tropical. 
By P. LoTELL Phillips, M.D. 
Demy Sro, price 7*. 6rf. cloth. 

"This volume should be in every fikrm-honse. 
and it would pay a landlord to present it to his 
tenants. *'—Crttie. 

"This treatise contains nearly all that is known 
of the science of ainioultnre."— Observer. 

FORBES' (SIR JOHN) SICHT- 
SEEING IN GERMANY AND 
THE TYROL. Post 8vo, with 
Map and View, price 10«. 6</. cloth* 

" Sir John Forbes' volume ftelly justifies its title. 
Wherever he went he visited sights, and haa ren- 
dered a fslthrnl and extremely interesting acoonnt 
or them."— X4terari^ Gazette. 

CONOLLY ON THE TREATMENT 
OF THE INSANE. Demy 8yo, 
price I4s. cloth. 

"Dr. Conolly has embodied in this work his 
experiences of the new sjrstom of treating padeuts 
at Hanweli Asylum."— fcoaovMs^. 

"We moHt earnestly commend Dr. Conolly's 
treatise to all who are interested ia the subtlect." 
—WettmitiMter Review. 

ROSS'S ACCOUNT OF RED 
RIVER SETTLEMENT. OneyoL, 
post 8yo, price 10«. 6d doth. 

*' The subject is novel, cnrione, and not without 
interest, while a strung sense of tbe real obtains 
throughout."— fpeeffUor. 

"The historv of the Bed Biver Settlement i^ 
remarkable, if not unique, among colonial 
records."- literary Gazette, 
^y ^SS o'lJhe most Interesting of the romances 
of civilization."— Ofrferrer. 



■'"•^mi 
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MISCELLANEOUS— confonw^df. 



ROSS'S FUR HUMTERS OF THE 
FAR WEST. Two vols., post 8yo, 
with Map and Plate, 2ls, cloth. 

"A well writteu narrfttive of most exciting ad* 
ventures."— Gnardtoii. 

"A narrative full of incident and dangmrous 
adventure."— £«t*rory Oazette. 

" Mr. KosB's volamea have an hivtorical ralue 
and preaeut interest."— <?A>te. 

RUSSO -TURKISH CAMPAIGNS 

OF 1828*9. By Colonel Chbs- 
NBT, R.A,, D.C.L., F.R.S. Third 
edition. Post 8yo, with Maps, 
price I2s. cloth. 

"The only work on the snhJeot suited to the 
military re»&w."^Umfed Service Oazette. 

" In a strateKio point of view this work is very 
valuable."— iVMP Quarterlp, 

THE MILITIAMAN AT HOME AND 
ABROAD. With Two Etchings, 
by John Leech. Post 8vo, price 
9s. cloth. 

' * Very nmusing, and oonreying an impression of 
fi!kit\itmuesa."—NcUionalJievi€fO. 

"The author is humorous without being wil- 
f^illy smart, sarcastic without bitterness, and 
shrewd without parading his knowledge and 
power of observation."- .BiprMS. 

"A very lively, entertaining companion."— 

" Quietly, but Iiumorously« written." — 
Atheficsum, 

THOMSON'S MILITARY FORCES 
AND INSTITUTIONS OF GREAT 
BRITAIN. 8yo, price 5s. cloth. 

"A. well arranged and carefully diaested com- 
pilation, giving a clear insight into ine economy 
of tlie at my, and the working of our military 
system."— i^pecto^or. 

LEVI'S MANUAL OF THE MER- 
CANTILE LAW OF GREAT 
BRITAIN AND IRELAND. 8yo, 
price Via, cloth. 

" It is sonndt olear, and practical. ... Its 
contents are strictly those of a mannal—a hand- 
book for law chnmiers, offices, and counting- 
houses; requisite in most or such places, and 
superHuous in nonB."—AthencBum. 

'^ its simplicity and falthfuluess make it an ex- 
tremeLv servioeable book."— £«aiiiitt«r. 

"An admirable work of the kind."— £aw Timee. 

*' It presents a ftiir summary of the law on the 
great subject of which it treats."— IfOioilaaactiitf. 

THOMSON'S LAWS OF WAR 
AFFECTING COMMERCE AND 
SHIPPING. Second edit, greatly 
enlarged. 8to, price 4s. Sd, boards. 

"Mr. Thomson treats of the immediate efftets 
of wtu- : ul enemies and hostile propwty ; of prise* 
and privateers; of license, ransom, re-capture, 
and salvage of- neutrality, contraband or war, 
blockade, right of bearon, ai'med neutralities, 
&c., iko."—EeoHomUt, 

UNDINE. From the German of ''De 
1ft Motte Fouquc." Price 1«. 6</. 



MORICE'S HAND-BOOK OF 
BRITISH MARITIME LAW. 8yo, 
price 5«. cloth. 

WARING'S MANUAL OF THERA- 
PEUTICS, Fcap» 8vo^ price I2s.6d. 
doth. 

VOGEL ON DISORDERS OF THE 
BLOOD, Translated by Chuitdbr 
CooMAL DsY. 8yo, price 7a. 6d, 
cloth. 

DUMCAN'S CAMPAIGN WITH THE 
TURKS IN ASU. Post 8yo, 
price 2s. 6d, cloth. 

SIR JOHN HERSCHEL'S ASTRO- 
NOMICAL OBSERVATIONS 

MADE AT THE CaPB OF GoOD 

Hope. 4to, with plates, price 
4/. 4«. cloth. 

DARWIN'S GEOLOGICAL 
OBSERVATIONS on Cokal 
Beefs, Yolcanio Isukims, and 
ON South America. With Maps, 
Plates, and Woodcuts, price 10«. 6(/. 
cloth. 

SMITH'S ZOOLOGY OF SOUTH 
OF AFRICA. Boyal 4to, cloth, 
with Coloured Plates. 

MAMMALIA .£8 

AVES 7 

E^PTILIA 6 

PISCES a 

INTERTBB&A.'Cdl 1 

THE BOTANY OF THE HIMA- 
LAYA. Two vols., royal 4to, cloth, 
with Coloured Piates> raduieed to 
5/. 58. 

LEVI'S COMMERCIAL LAW OF 
THE WORLD. Two toIb., royal 
4to, price 6/. cloth. 

GO ETHE' S CONVERSATIONS 
WITH ECKERMANN; Translated 
by John Oxenford. Two yoIs., 
post 8yo, 5s. cloth. 

M'CANN'S ARGENTINE PRO- 
VINCES, &;c. Two vols., post 
8v:q, with IliuBtralaons, price 248. 
cloth. 

ROSS'S ADVENTURES ON THE 
COLUMBIA RIVER. Post Sro, 

2s. ed. cloth. 

U 



MISCELLANEOUS— coniintt^i. 



DOUBLEDAY'S TRUE LAW OF 
POPULATION. Thirdedition,870, 
6«. dotb. 

8IR JOHN FORBES'8 MEMO- 
RAN0UM8 IN IRELAND. Two 

voU., poit 8yo, price 1/. U. cloth. 

POETICS I AH BSSAT OW POBTBT. 

By B. B. Dallas. Port 8yo, 
price 2m, 6J. cloth. 

WOMEN OF CHRISTIANITY 
EXEMPLARY FOR PIETY AND 
CHARITY. By Julia Kavahaoh. 
Fof t 8ro, with Portraits, price 5». 
In embotsed cloth. 

WOMAN IN FRANCE. By Jdlia 
KAVAKAon. Two Toli., post 8vo, 
with Portraits, price 12«. cloth. 

STEINMETTS NOVITIATE | ob, 

Tub Jesuit ik Tbaiitino. Third 
Edition, post 8yo, 2s. 6d. doth. 

A CONVERTED ATHEISTS TESTI- 
MONY TO THE TRUTH OF 
CHRISTIANITY. Fonrth edition, 
icap. 8yo, ds. doth. 

SWAINSON'S LECTURES ON NEW 
ZEALAND. Crown 8yo, price 
2m, 6d, doth. 

PLAYFORD'S HINTS FOR INVEST- 
ING MONEY. Second edition, 
post 8yo, price 2m. ad, doth. 

BOOKS FOR THE BLIND. Prhited 
in raised Roman letters, at the 
Glasgow Asylum. 

▲ Lift Qf the bookf, wttb their vrieef, majr 1m taa4 
on AypUMtion. 

LEIQH HUNT'S MEN, WOMEN, 
AND BOOKS. Two toIs., price 
10m, cloth. 

LEIGH HUNTS TABLE TALK. 
Sm. 6<f. cloth. 

LEIQH HUNTS WIT AND HUMOUR. 

6#. cloth. 

LEIQH HUNTS JAR OF HONEY 
FROM MOUNT HYBLA. Price 
6m, cloth. 
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NATIONAL SONGS AND LEGENDS 
OF ROUMANIA. TrantUted by 

B. C. Gbbhtillb Mubbat, Esq. 
With Music, crown 8yo, price 
2m, 6d. 

JUVENILE DELINQUENCY. 
The Prize Essays. By M. Hill and 

C. F. CoBKWALLia. Post 8 Yo, price 
6#. doth. 

EVANS'S (REV. R. W.) SERMONS 
ON THE CHURCH OF GOD. 
8yo, price lOs, ed, 

EVANS'S (REV. R. W.) RECTORY 
OF VALEHEAD. Fcap. dotb, 
price 3m, 

THOMPSON'S AUSTRIA. Post 
8yo, price 12m, 

TAYLER'S CREV. C. B.) SERMONS. 

12mo, price U, ed, Br the Author 
of " Becords of a Good Man's Life.*' 

TAYLER'S (REV. C. B.) SOCIAL 
EVILS. In parts, each complete, 
price If. each doth. 

l!:l?gl ffA'SflS^&HB LADY'S MAID. 
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lii:-THB FASfOB X)F 1JBONFJ6LL8. 
V.-THB OOUNTBY TOWN, _. „ ^ 

Vl-Ll\^ AND LBT LIVE; 0». TM iUt- 

CHBfTBB WBATSM. , 
YIL-TUB SBABIDB VABK. 

ELEMENTARY WORKS ON 
SOCIAL ECONOMY. Uoiferm 
in foolscap 8yo, half-bound. 

I.-OUTLINBS OF 8CK7IAL EQOVOMT. U,M. 

III.-INT^DUC?riOJr TO THB BOCUL 

IV.-oSS'LiNEs'bF''TnB UKDBBBTAHDWO. 

V.-lin!fAT AM I f WHBEB AM If WHAT 
OUOHT I TO PO f A«. U. Mwad. 
•-• ThcM workf are neamvMoAtd ^n the Com- 
nittM of Ooancil <m Bdnofttlon. 

CRAWFURD'S GRAMMAR AND 
DICTIONARY OF THE MAUY 
LANQUACE. 2 toIs. 8yo, price 
86«. cloth. 

ROBERTS'S INDIAN EXCHANGE 
TABLES. 8yo, second edition, 
enlarged, price 10«. ed, doth. 

BOYD'S TURKISH INTERPRETER: 

A GrAMMAB or THS TUKKltU 

Lakouaob. 8yo, price 12#. 

BRIDQNELL'S INDIAN COM- 
MERCIAL TABLES. Boyal 8yo, 
price 2U., half-hound. 



SUITB:, T!T.T>1i;B .AJNn CO. 

NEW CHEAP SESIES OF FOFULAB WOBES. 

In BmaU Port Sto, 
With Urge l^pe, on good FRper, and neat doth binding. 
THE TOWN 



LECTURES ON THE ENGLISH 
HUMOURISTS OF THE I8TH 

CENTURr. ByW.M.TK*CKEBii, 

Author of " Vanity I'air," "The 
Tirgmiana," &c. Price 2i, 6J. cl. 

"irhntOneUiimtlUitislHstimiiKiDtBlli: wbal 
vlonueni and aiiStle aiiTiiiiii wbu wUt ud 

Domea piU, ua tu» TJTMlT UitihaniliU an 
I>alfi(td,Hltira»,la R^ilciuid ohuwiinlgrie 

"niftla to Diilw Ikr thft mnt negntable of Ur. 
pUliwi^Icil •SrtSrbli iuislrll«l luvart! hli 
iMTSt tasKrHdneb. lll■<h^eVllnB■^m□dtll■B«llU4- 

"Poll of KuDd, bflalUiy, iDHilT, vlanroua 
wrlllog; auactsai In DtwarTUtnn. TadnHndecc 
vai twitagbitul, efuii«at In Hntlmant, la fttvio 
^□t«d.oleiw.HidfltrmJabtrorv«rd."— Wntmiiuitr 

"Tbt hKXmtm ft nduMg ndlUUiHi to our 



ITS MaUORXBLB 
CHABACTEBa AND EVENTa. Sf 

Lbioh Hunt. With 45 Engnvingt. 

Priea 2fl. 6d. cloth. 

™— -,^— « 
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Si. W .irinli.r5il,"-{h«n. 
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BRITISH INDIA. By Hareiei 
Mabtineau. Price £«. 61^. cloth. 

"Lnold, ilowtDg, ud Isitruiitlira einji."— 

'- At IL hudbonk to tbg Uitorr or I ndl* H U th< 
but ItiU luH f «t «pp«r.d,"-awTttiiff flmiw. 



THE POLITICAL ECONOMT OF 
ART. By John Rdhkih, M.A. 

Price 2s. 6d. cloth. 



THE ITALIAN CAMPAIGNS OF 
GENERAL BONAPARTE. With 

a map. Price, Half- a- Crown, cloth. 



Cwn^^mi ■ thai 11 apw" 



iS"=^?i?XlS 



PREPARING FOR PUBLICATION. 

A Nae Edition of the 
UFE OF CHMLOTTE BRONTE. ^CURRERJEU). Author of "Jane 

C/ftarlii r(BS(F. 



Mikwi tc ununit, iv^urmtH HELL). Au 

Byre," &c. By Mra. Oaskbll. Price 2t. 6d. 



"vroKKS mcTBi/rsirEX) -byt 



CHEAP BEEIIS OF POFTJLAB FXCTIOFS. 

Well printed, in large T3rpe, on good F^er, and strongly bound in cloth. 



JANE EYRE. By Cubbeb Bell. 
Price 2s. 6d. cloth. i 

**'Jmae Eyre' Is » remarkable prodnotlotii 
7re«hneM and orlglnAlity, truth and pAaaion. 
•inguUr felietty in the oeMrlptlon of n«turAl 
leencry «nd in the anmlysAtlonor iinnmn thought, 
enable thia tale to atond holdly out from the rooaa. 
and to oesume Ita own pinoe in the bright Held of 
roBuuitle Hteratore."— r<«i«0. 

" ' Jane Eyre ' is oJiook of dMided power. The 
thoofhta are tme, aonnd, and original : and tlie 
e^le la reeolute, atraightftyrwaru, and to the 
purpoee. The ol^eet and mofml of the work are 
•xeellent."— Jtoomiiifr. 

" A very pathetic tale j rery elngnlar, and^ eo 
like truth that it ia dimeult to avoid Mievlog 
that much of the eharaetera and inoldenta are 
taken fr«»m life. It ia an epiaode in thia work-a- 
day world, moat intereatlng, and touched at ouoe 
wflh a daring and delteate band. It ta a book for 
the euJoyment of a feeling hiMirt and vigoroua 
undorataoding."— J?/ae4(woo</'« Hagat4n9, 

" Vor many yeara there haa been no work of 
fliteh power, piquancy, and originality. Ita very 
fanlta are on the aide of vigour, and ita beantiea 
are all original. It ia a book of lingular flMCina- 
tion."'-'JSdinburffh Review, 

" Almoat all that we require in a noveliat the 
writer haa: pcroeption of ehoracter and power 
of delineating it: picturraqneneaa, paanton, and 
knowledge of life. Ifceolit.y — deep, aigninoant 
reality— ia thtt eharoeteriatio of thia book."— 
tru$er'9 Mugatine, 



9HIRLEY. Bv Cubreb Bell. Price 
2m. ed. doth. 

"The peenllar power wbieh woe so greatly 
admired In 'Jane Eyre' la not abaent from tbfa 
book. It poaaeaae* deep intereat, and an Irre- 
•iatible groap mf reality. There ta a vlviditeaa and 
diatlnetueaa of conception in it quite marveUona. 
The power ofgraphlo delineation and expreaaion 
ia intenae. There are acenea which, for strength 
and delieaey of emotion, are not tranacended in 
the range of EngUab flollon."— JBvomiMr. 

^ '"Shirley' ia an admirable book; totally f^ee 
from cant, affectation, or oonventicmfil tinael of 
kind ; genuine Kngliah in the Independence 



uprhthtneaa of the tone of thought, in the 
purity or heart and feeling which pervade It; 
genuine HngHeh in the moaeullne vigour or rough 
originality or ita oonoeption of character; and 
Mnulne Bnfliah. in style and diction."— Jfomin^ 
Ohronicte, 

*'The aame piercing and loving eye, and the 
uune bold and poetic unogery, are exnifoited here 
aa In 'Jane Kyre.' Similar power ia manlfeated In 
the delineation of character. With a few brief 
vigoroua toiichee, the picture etarte into distinct- 
aess."— ITdififrKr^A Review, 

*' * Shirley * is very clever. It conld not be other- 
wiae. The faculty of graphic deacription, strong 
imagination, fervid and masculine diction, ana- 
lytiR akin, an are viaible. . . . Oemaofrare 
thought and glorious passion shine here and 
there."— T<mM. 

*" Shirley ' la a book demanding dose perusal 
and careful eonslderation,"-.d<j|#MMMi. '^ 

'♦•Shirley 'is a novel of remarkable power and 
}SXS}i^^''iJ^J' ealculat*! to rouse attention, 
ndte the imagination, and keep the focultlea in 
eager and impatient 8uspense."-lf9r>jii4i^ t»c$i. 



VILLETTE. By Cubbeb Beix. Price 
2t. ed. doth. 

*' ' Ylllette' la a most reaMrlwMe w«rk— a j/n- 
duetion «lt(H(ether tul ceneHe. -TnfnMm uryl 
vigour of thought mark almost every senterM^, 
and there ia a aort of easy power perrmdinw th<! 
whole narrative sooh as we have rarely met."— 
Bdinburph Review. 

" This novel amply enstalns the fame of the 
author of ' Jane Eyre ' and ' Shirley ' aa an original 
and powerful writer. 'Yillette' 1« a most admi- 
rably written novel, erery where original, every- 
where shrewd."— J?;r<MeM49r. 

"There ia throughout a eharm of freebneaa 
which la Inflnitely delightfU] : freolioees In obeer- 
vatlon, freahness in feeling, fteelmeea in expres- 
sion."— Z4if«rtfry Oagette. 

" The tale ia one of the alltettona, and remort- 
oMe aa a picture of maanera. A baminir b««rt 
gtowa throughout it, and one brilliantly dlatlact 
character keeps it tMte.*'-»AtMei»mum. 

" ' VlUette ' la crowded with beantlee, with good 
things, for which we Uiok to the elear sight, deep 
feeling, and aingular though not ex teiMiv« expe- 
rience of life, which we aasoeiate with the noau 
of Currer B6\l."^DaUv JVetM, 

" ' Vtiletto * is entitled to take a Terr high i»la«e 
in the literature of fiction. The rrader win And 
character nicely eoneelved and powerfully de- 

{>leted: he will dUeover much qui«^ humour, a 
Ively wit, brilliant dialogue, vivid deoerlpii 'Ss, 
reflectlona both new and true, venttment free 
from cant and conventionality, and bursta of ek>- 
qnenoe and poetry, flashing here and there."— 

" The faaeination of genlns dwetle la thU book, 
which la, In our iudgnmt, snpertor to any «r 
Ourrer Bell'a previous effifrta. For originality of 
conception, grasp of eharoeter, etabontUon oad 
conalatency of detail, and irtcwi re aq n e Prn* •( 
expreaaion, few worka In the BagUah languase 
can atand the test of comparison witli tt/'^Jivnt' 
ing Poet. 

WUTHERIMC HEIGHTS AND 
ACNES QREY. By Ellu aiul 
AcTOM Bell. With Bfemoir b^ 
Cnrrer Bell. Price 2a, 6</. cloth. 

'*There are pasaages in thia hook of* Wutherhig 
Heights' of Which any novelist, paet or prew^nt. 
might be proud. It haa been aoto of fthakeapmrv 
that he diew eaaes which the physician n ixht 
atudy ; Bllla Bell hae done no leaa."— fa/loifntai, 

" There la, at all ev< nta, keeplnc in th«* bo<A: 
the groups of flguree end the scenery are In har- 
mony with each other. There la a touch of Sol- 
vator Roaa in eW—Atlae. 

" ' Wiithcrlnff Helghta' bears the stamp of a 
profoundly individual, strong, and WMMtonate 
mind. The memoir la one of the moat tonrbinic 
chapters in literary biography."— JVkHicoi^/brRu'. 

A LOST LOVE. ByAsiuroBD 0we5. 
Price 2a. doth. 

"'A Loftt Love' is a story fan of jrroee and 

Bnius, No outline of the stofy would give ooy 
Ba of its beauty."— ilf/li#if««iN. 
" A tale at once moving and wlnaing. naleral 
and romantic, and eertaia to raise au ihei 



sympathies of' the reader's nature."— iVen. 

"A real picture of woman's life."— ir«statiMffr 
Rwiew. 

"A very heaattfhl and tosehiac story. K l« 
true to nature, and apiisela to all • ho have nu 
forgotten love and yootii."- 0/ofr#. 

''A novel of great genlua; beantifhl and true as 
life itself."— Jvk0 Quarterly Review. 

"A stHktng aad ortgiaai etoiy ; a work o( 
genlua and senaibintr."-niM(fiM'<fav Review. 

"This volume displays unquestionable grntut 
aad that of a high or6»r,**-~lMdp'» Jfewepaper. 



eiillTIX, Er.T>BB .AJNT) CX>. 



CHEAP SERIES OF POPULAR FICTIONS— 
CoBtinmd. 



,-. . irrttlimi Bift 1*0 



TALES OP THE COLONIES. 

Bj ChARLEB UOTTOUOfT. Piicc 

2s. ^d. doth. 



ROMANTIC TALES (inclading 
"Asillion"}. By the Aothor of 
"John Uali&x, Qentleman." A 

new ediciao. Price 2s. fd. doth. 



DOMESTIC STORIES. By the 

Author of'Jnhti Halifax, Uentle- 
" &c. Price Ha. Si cloth. 




Dt iintiiru.-'-flri(W qi$arUrli. 

PAUL FERROLL. IToortJi ediUon, 

price its. ciolli. 



Irnqghlflll ln»T»ll|Ml 




PREPARING FOR PUBLICATION. 
KATHIEBRAHOE: thb Fibbsidb Histoby of a Qhmt Lim. By Holme 

IiGB. Author of " SyWaa Holt's Daughter." 
BELOW THE SURFACE. By Sir ABTSttit Hi.u.AM Elton, Bart., M.P. 
THE TENANT OF WILDFELL HALL. Sj Aotob Bell. (,Jast rtadg.-) 



■^OEKB PUBLISHED BIT 



KEW NOVELS. 



ftOAINST WIND AND TIDE. By 
HoLMK Lib. Author of "Sylran 
Bolt'i Dftugbter." (Now ready.) 

-EXntEMES. ByMiME,W.ATKi»- 

»ov, Author of " Memoiri of the 
Qnecni of Pnutlo." S voli. 



ttM louaiui* elmiliiilnii l"»i>noi •» 
IbM. ^ ■Wfirli mil tollitfii.t u»_^tliiiL^r 




tantu UiSiiut •tr1*,''-J(onlji^ Air. 

THE 0ENNE8 OF DAUNDELYONN. 

ByMri. CaABLB* J.pBOBr. 3 Tola. 

"nil! li ■ noTBl or mon ttaan ktnua merit. 
Tbcn !■ oouHBTSIile kiKvMffl or chmTsotv, 
•™» I* *JJ^W«^ tntvM woW tiMn, a- 

unSt^tSt aanljJS'y StSEl " 
■WmJIfMiS e imm w wM ™rl»t(r In 

COUSIN STELLA I ob, Conflict. 

By the Author of " Violet Bank, 




CONnDENCES. By tbe Anlbor of 

" Tbff Srw am], w tin waOat of *■•(•,* «■■ 

pIVB tlUBUIVQHnMlutlaDDf «■>« >M jowrip 

dlBlogn^ uiil tba hjim rHOdlt^ df A««tnMlBJ|»B 
■"ODDMiinm-liiwfliwnlii the mMt diadai 

TRUST. FOR TRUST. By 

I, 3. Basbowcliffe, Aathor of 

AmberhilL" 3 roU. 



tAlni mnoh url^liul IbDOBlib uid bvab humour." 
■■ The HtOTT arliun *Uoiir i>f d«««r1»tl4B ud 
Ii<mrotnrlllDt."_ltiAS!irr (»I>re*iu!i. 

ELI^N RAYMOND t ob, Vm avd 
DowMH. By Mri. Vidai^ Anthot 
of "Talei for the Biuh," &c. 



>, fidiU dliplu'i nHorei.^ liniclnUUm, 

I'lWVT Hid ■tT«D|rtb Vnt forth la ' BUSD 
,nd' Ihui perbapa In hDJ Ijvtf'l book ot 
atrhHoa-"—Batiirdaif EtfUif. 



LOST AND WON. By OEOsaiivx 
M. Cbaik, Author of " BiTenion." 
1 vol. 9nd Edition. 

" NotblDi nperlor to tbU norpl baa fepp«v*l 
" Hm Onlk'i new itorr ta « Kood dd« and Lp 

Sffi?" 




smith;, -p.T.TtTCT? jLSD CO. 



NEW laOYELS— continued. 



»rt^»i.'"--^J(i™iiwPiirt.'*"^„. " 

wiA wUoh dlMlu^ It tl — ■>"' ' 




SYLVAN HOLTS DAUGHTER. 
By Holme Leb, Author of "Kathie 
BranJe." &c. Sad edition. 3 rols. 



Ho7G*lii)«ulit«r,' much that la ^uaru] 






IMffll UI wbloll hen U m iotem and 

"Amw^StiwsUw reidl g uiiJuh li 

pciia—i ua oaraliial rt bqlnj( ex retaelf 

Uttenattu ^MowainL 

A niilb aoaiHl, sood t-oo gU; II ad, 
ru atora, igro pnaa nHt«. b ea ana 

alDoan. OMIn ViiiwrMf uagiuine 



?!«£ !fif«'Biii'™fcaf«i&t«'Ha«l 

a IkM • tulil brgugb wftU g 

-. Ji ft« Jns w wrt ic 111. 

vldinl or aim w 
]> fro* ana pow m ^ 



GASTON BL GH B LiVE 

Author of Erieamere. 3 vols. 

"TbeitoiTlataldwIUiKnattKnTeFi thavbal* 
buok aurlilei with ffrli: and Ilia iliaraeMn 
talk Nha nntlemFn anb Mill. It la iter/ anliij- 



U rairard pflrnaaL"— 



BELOW THE SURFACE. 8 roll. 

oa neaUnnahl o1 va and! enter- 



HE THREE CHANCES 
By he An hor of The Fair 
Carew 3 8 



THE CRUELEST WRONG OF Al 

By the Author of "Margaret ; 
Prejudice at Home." I to). 



-S^OEKS PTTBrJBHED BY 



KATHtE BRANDS I jl TuunnB His- 

TOBT OP Jl QCIBT LWB. By 

HOLKB Lee. 2 ToU. 



NEW JHOYELS—eontinwd. 

The ROUA pass. By £bick 







•^Srsii^ 



PERVERSION f OB, The Cianzii and 

CoBBEtjnBBCEa OB Ikfidelitt. By 

the late Rbt. W. J. Cosybeare. 






uul ireu'iutiillifd."- 



THE WHITE HOUSE BY THE SEA : 
A Love Stobt. By M. Betrah- 

Edwards. 2 roll. 



rarj (Ui^, BracsfuL 



^■Ji^t'^ 




FRIENDS OP BOHEMIA; 

OK, l'riA^i:8 OF London l.m. By 
E. M, WmiTT, Author of "The 

lii't' rjiing ClaaKt." S vol*. 

i.uiiLspiirpcm. taalujkirftaiiiia 

I tl,e^mU^Uilm.B^iammdt1m«l 



MAUD SKILLICORNE'S PENANCE. 
By Uabt C. Jackson. Author ot 
"The Slory of My Wardihip." 
2 Toll. 



piUMila u nonl tmdwi."— JumtuflJWW. 

NOTELS FOSTSCOKIirO. 

A NEW NOVEL. By Nathabibl Hawtbobke, Aathor of "Tlie Seariet 
Letter," &c 3 »ol». 



SMITH, 33LI5EI1 .A.ND CO. 



NEW BOOKS FOR TOUNO SEADEBS. 

THE PARENTS' CABINET of Amusbmekt ija> Instsuctzon for Youno 
Pbrsons. New edition, carefully revised, in 12 Shilling Volumes, each, 
complete in itself^ and containing a full page Illustratioa in oil colours, 
with wood engravings, in ornamented boards. 

OONTBNTS. 

AV USnrO STOBIBS. rII tendintto the de^lopment of good ouslitlea, and the aroidiuioe of fknite. 
BIOOBAPniOAL ACCOUNTS OP RBMABKARLE OH A RAOTEttS, Interesting to Young People. 
SIUPLB NARRATIVES OP HISTORICAL EVENTS, lulted to the Oftpaolty ofehildren. 
BLUCIDATIONS OF NATURAL HISTORY, adapted to enootirage haUta of obeeiration. 
FAMILIAR EXPLANATIONS OF NOTABLE SOIBNTIPIO SISOOYEEIBS ANU MBCHANIOAL 

INVENTIONS. 
IiIYBLY ACCOUNTS OF THB GBOOBAFHT. INHABITANTS, AND PSOSUOTIONS OF 

DIFFERENT COUNTRIES. 

XIB8 Bdobwobtk'b Opinion tf th4 Pabbittb' OABnraxi— 

** I almott feel afraid of praising it as much ae I think It deserree. . . . There is so mnch 
rarle^ in the book that it cannot tire. It alternately excites and relieves attention, and docs not lead 
to the Dad habit of fi-lttering away the mind by requiring no exertion from the reader. . . . Whoever 
your BOientino associate is, he understands his business and children's oapabliities right well. . . . 
without lecturing, or prosing, you keep the right and the wrong dearly marked, and honoe all 
the sympathy of the young people is always enllated on the right side.'* 



* * 



The work is now complete in 4 vols., extra cloth, gilt edges, at 3^. 6</. 
each; or in 6 volumes, extra cloth, gilt edges, price 2«. 6d. each. 



By the Author of *< Round the Fire," &c. 

I. 

UflICA s A Stort for a Sunday 
Afternoon. With Four Illus- 
trations. Price 3s, cloth. 

" The oharaoter of Unioa is oharmingly eon- 
oeived, and the story pleasantly told."— j^ctotor. 

" An « xoellent and exceedingly pretty story for 
children.*'— iS<o<««man. 

"This tale, like its author's former ones, will 
find fbvoor in the min»ry,"~-AtheHaum, 

II. 

OLD GINGERBREAD AND THE 
SCHOOL-BOYS. With Four 
Coloured' Plates. Price 8«. cloth. 

"'Old Gingerbread and the Sohool-hoys* is 
delightful, ana the drawing and colouring of the 
pictorial port done with a spirit and oorreoiness." 
-~J*rea$. 

" This tale is very good, the descriptions being 
natural, with a feeling of country freshness."— 
iSh^eetator. , 

" The book is wellgotup.and the coloured plates 
are very pretty."— tf/o6«. 

" An excellent boys' book ; excellent in its moral, 
chaste and simple in its langutige, and luxuriously 
illustrated."— /ZZtMtratediVtfw* of the tVorld. 

"A very lively and exoellent tale, illustrated 
with very delicately coloured pictures." — 
Seonomiat. 

" A delightful story for little boys, inculcating 
benevolent feelings to the poor,"— J&o/ecttc Review. 

III. 

WILLIE'S BIRTHDAY? showing how 
aLittlb Bot did what hb Liked, 

AND how HB EnJOTBD IT. With 

Four Illustrations. Price 2s, 6d, cl. 

WILLIE'S REST W Sunday Story. 
With Four Illustrations. Price 

2s. 6d. cloth. 

"Graceful little tales, ooutainlng some pretty 
parables, and a good deal of simple feeling."— 
^conomts^. 

" Extremely well written storr books, amnsing 
and moral, and got up in a very handsome style.** 
^Mominff Herald* 



UNCLE JACK, THE FAULT KILLER, 

With Four Illustrations. Price 3«. cl. 

*'An excellent little book of moral improvemout 
made pleasant to children : it is tax beyond the 
oommon-plaoemoraltale in design and oxeoutlon." 
—Qlobe. 

ROUND THE FIRE: Six Stories 
for Yoitno Rbadbrs. Square 
16mo, with Four Illustrations. 
Price Ss. cloth. 

"Charmingly written tales for the young."— 
Leetdef, 

'* Six delightftauttle stories."— Oieardtan. 

"Simple and very interesting."— A^uMcnat 
Review. 

" True children's stories.'*- il jA«fMmim. 



THE KING OF THE GOLDEN RIVER-, 

OR, Thb Black Brothers. By 
John Buskin, M.A. Third edition, 
with 22 Illustrations hj Richard 
Doyle. Price 2s, 6d, 

*' This little fkknoy tale Is by a master-hand. The 
story has a charming moral."— JCxaminer. 

STORIES FROM THE PARLOUR 
PRINTING PRESS. By the 
Authors of the "Parents* Cabinet.*' 
Pcap. 8yo, price 2s. cloth. 

RHYMES FOR LITTLE ONES. 

With 1 6 Llustrations. Is, 6d. cloth. 

LITTLE DERWENT'S BREAKFAST. 

2s. cloth. 

JUVENILE MISCELLANY. Six En- 
gravings. Price 2s, 6d, cloth. 

INVESTIGATION ; or, Tratbls m 
THE BouDOiR. By Miss Halsted. 
Fcap. cloth, price Ss, 6tf. 
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r~^VORK8 rUBLISIIKD BY SMlTir. EI.DEH Sc CO. 



FOETBT. 



SKETCHES FROM DOVER 
CASTLE, *wi> oTHKB PoBKB- By 
Lleut-Col. WiLUAM Rbad. Crown 
Bin. PrlM T», Brf. cloth. 



I THE CRUEL SISTER, Aire, otueb 
' PoKNB. Fcap. 8»o, *: clotli. 



POEMS 



SmrCHOi *' Traobd'. I3y 
Oeobob Mallaii. Fcftp 8to. 

MAQOALEHE. A Pobm. Top 8 to. 
price I«. 

lONICA. ycnp. wvn. 4i. clnl^. ,^ 

'""'jir'"':. I ; v'l;'- ■'■■■■', '!;;';"'"','^.; 5 

THE SIX LE0END8 OP KING 
QOL0EN8TAK. B7 the late Akic* 

Bli*t.«Tlir.K'i. T'rit.. Sto, Pric«6»- 

!^S;Mr-'' ;'r::3; 

POEMS. ^1. -I ■;,,,\;' ■ ■"■,'! 

5 Chri.ijjji^villjg^'™,'!™ "■ '■ > ' 

■■TMTV.niPwnFliMWMlnyj" ■■■■,,,■; 

P0CM8. ByHitHnrCiii 



OF PAST YEARS. ,; 

.,, V,.. Artrob Hallam Ei.to», ; 

Bart., M.P. Fcap. 8ro, Si. ''^^^^^ ■ 

il PMM8. ByMfrFBABiF-FKiJ^wi- M 

' FCRP. Bvo, 3«. cloth. „^,„ „, I 

POETRY FROM UfE. ByC.M.K. j| 



' I, 



,;'i.';!; 



ENGLAND IN TIME OF WAR. 
By BrDSBi DoBiLL, Author of 
"Balder," "The Boman " *" 
Crown_8*o, 8*. cloth. 



POEMS. By Waltkb H. Cxmklm. j 
Fcap. 8vo. 3i- 9rf., cloth. I 

ur cuMiihM amp iKrtii™! ("""«■ ">*J!T"!; 

GARLANDS OF VERSE. ByTHOVA» . 

I,K10H. Si, cloth. .a,rtiml.nt ; 

BALDER. By Stdbbt Dobeli. 

Crown 8vo, 7». ^''■' ,(''?'!'■„, ^„, ^ . 

POEH8. By Wilmam Bbll Scott. 
Fcap. 8V0, S»,, cloth. ^^ 

POEMS. By Mabt M*r«AftD, 
Fcap. 8 »o, 4»., cloth, 

di.p]MiT.«.i>ii.W"U"'^V"fli,,^»7„7-£i^'1ir 

POEMS. Hy Cpbbbb, EtLia, and 

AcTOK Bkll. *»., cloth. 
SELECT ODES OF HORACE. In 

EngUih Lyrlci, By J. T. Biack. 
Fcap. 8vo, prici- *'■• cloth. 

RHYMES AND RECOUECTIONS 
OF A HAND-LOOM WEAVER. 
By WiLtiAM Tnoii. With Me- 
moir. Poit 8T0, cloth, price 3i, 

lUNO RENE'S DAUQH'reR. Fcap. 
Bto, price 2», 6d. cloth, 

MAID OF ORLEANS, Axo ormrn 
Poma. TranilatedfromScHiLLEa- 
Fcap. Bto, price ii. td. 



l«iia>»i FilnM b)r Swn, Euno and Co., UHto Orcm Artenr ConH, Z.C 
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